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VOLUME n. 

THE NIGHTINGALE AND GLOWWORM. 

A NioHTiNOALR, that all day long 
Had cheered the Tillage with his loiig, 
Nor yet at eve his note suspended, 
Nor yet when eventide was ended, 
Began to feel, as well he might. 
The keen demands of aj^tite; 
When, looking eagerly around 
He spied far off, upon the ground, 
. A siHnething shining in the dark. 
And knew the glowworm by his spark ; 
So stooping down from hawthorn top, 
He thought to put him in his crop. 
The worm, aware of his intent, 
Harangued him thus, right eloquent— 
Did you admire my lamp, quoth he. 
As much as I your minstrelsy, 
You would abhor to do me wrong 
As much as I to spoil your song; 
For 'twas the self-same Power diyine 
Taught you to sing and me to shine; 
That you with music, I with light, 
Might beautify and cheer the night. 
The songster heard his short oration, 
And, warbling out his approbation, 
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Released him, as my story teUs, 
And found a supper somewhere else. 

Hence jarring sectaries may learn 
Their Teal interest to discern ; 
That brother should not war with brother, 
And wony and devour each other ; 
But sing and shine by sweet consent, 
Till life's poor transient night i» spent, 
Respecting in each other's case 
The gifts of nature and of grace. 

Those Christians best deserve the name 
Who studiously make peace their aim ; 
Peace both the duty and the prize 
Of him that creeps and him that flies. 



AN EPISTLE TO AN AFFLICTED PRO- 
TESTANT LADY IN FRANCE. 

Madam, 

A stranger's purpose in these lays 
Is to congratulate, and not to praise. 
To give the creature the Creator's due 
Were sin in me, and on offence to you. 
From man to man, or e'en to woman paid, 
Praise is the medium of a knavish trade, 
A coin by craft for folly's use design'd, 
Spurious, and only current with the blind. 

The path of sorrow, and that path alone. 
Leads to the land where sorrow is unknown j 
No traveller ever reach'd that blest abode. 
Who found not thorns and briers in his road. 
The world may dance along the flowery plain, 
Cheer'd as they go by n^ny a sprightly strain, 
Where Nature has her mossy velvet spread. 
With unshod feet they yet securely tread,. 
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Admonish'd, scom the caution and the fiiend, 
Bent' all on pleasure, heedless of its end. [prove, 
But he, who knew what human hearts would 
How slow to learn the dictates of his love, 
That, hard by nature and of stubborn will, 
A life of ease would make them harder still, 
In pity to the souls his grace design'd 
To rescue from the ruins of mankind, 
Call'd for a cloud to darken all their years, 
And said, " Gro i^nd them in the vale of tean." 
bakny gales of soul-reviving air I 
salutary streams, that jnuimur there I 
These flowing from the firant of grace above, . 
Those breathed from Mps of everlasting love. 
The flinty soil indeed their feet annoys ; 
Chill blasts of trouble nip their springing joys; 
An envious world will interpose its frown, 
To mar delights si^terior to its own ; 
And many a pang, experienced still within, 
Reminds them of their hated inmate, sm : 
But ills of every shape and every name, 
Transform'd to blessings, miss their cruel aim. 
And every moment's calm, that soothes the breait 
Is given in earnest of eternal rest. 

Ah, be not sad, although thy k>t be cast 
Far from the flock, and in a boundless waste t 
No shepherd's tents within thy view appear. 
But the chief Shepherd even there is nearj 
Thy tender sorrows and thy plaintive strain 
Flow in a foreign land, but not in vain ; 
Thy team all issue from a source divine, 
And every drop bespeaks a Saviour thine — 
So once in Gtideon's fleece the dews were found, 
And drought on all the drooping herbs around. 
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TO THE EEV. W. CAWTHORNE UNWIN. 

Unwin, I shoald but ill repay 

The kindness of a friend, 
Whose worth deserves as warm a lay 

As erer friendship penned, 
Thy name omitted in a page 
That woold reclaim a Ticions age. 

A union formed, as mine with thee, 

Not rashly, or in sport, 
May be as fervent in degree 

And frdthfUl in its sort, 
And may as rich in comfort prove, 
As that of true fraternal love. 

The bud inserted in the rind. 

The bud of peach or rose, 
Adorns, though differing in its kind, 

The stock whereon it grows, 
Yfilth flower as sweet, or fruit as fhir, 
As if produced by nature there. 

Not rich, I render what I may, 

I seize thy name in haste. 
And place it in this first essay. 

Lest this should prove the last. 
'Tis where it should be — in a plan 
That holds in view the good of man. 

The poet's lyre, to fix his fame. 

Should be the poet's heart; 
Affection lights a brighter flame 

Than ever blazed by art. 
No muses on these lines attend, 
I sink the poet in the friend. 
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TO THE REVEREND MR. NEWTON. 

IN INYITATION INTO THE COXTNTRT. 

Th^ fwaUowB in their torpid ■tate 

Compose their useless wing, 
And bees in hives as idly wait 

The call of early Spring. 

The keenest frost that binds the stream, 
The wildest wind that blows, 

Are neither felt nor fear'd by them, 
Secure of their repose. 

But man, all feeling and awake, 

The gloomy scene surveys ; 
With present ills his heart must ache, 

And pant for brighter days. 

Old Winter halting o'er the mead, 

Bids me and Maiy mourn ; 
But lovely Spring peeps o'er his head, 

And wffispers your return. 

Then April, with her sister Mi^, 
Shall chase him from the bowers. 

And weave fresh garlands every day. 
To cro?irn the smiling hours. 

And if a tear that speaks regret 

Of happier times i^pear, 
A glimpse of joy, that we have met, 

Shall shine and dry the tear. 
2 
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CATHARINA, 

▲ODRESSED TO MISS ST4PLET0N, 
(now MRS. COURTNEY.) 

She came — she is gone — ^we hare met — 

And meet perhaps never agam ] 
The son of that moment is set, 

And seems to have risen in Tain. 
Catharina has fled like a dream — 

(So vanishes pleasure, alas !) 
But has left a regret and esteem 

That will not so suddenly pass. 

The last evening ramble we made, 

Catharina, Maria, and I, 
Our progress was often delay'd 

By the nightingale warbling nigh. 
We paused under many a tree, 

And much she was charm'd with a tone, 
Less sweet to Maria and me, 

Who so lately had witnessed lier own. 

My numbers that day she had sung, 

And gave them a grace so divine, 
As only her musical tongue 

Could infhse into numbers of mine. 
The longer I heard, I esteem'd 

The work of my fhncy the more, 
And e'en to myself never seem'd 

So tuneful a poet before. 

Though the pleasures of London exceed 
In number the days of the year, 

Catharina, did nothing impede, 
Would feel herself happier here; 
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For the close-woven arches of limes 
On the banks of our river, I know, 

Are sweeter to her many times 
Than aught that the city can show. 

So it is when the mind is endued 

'^th a well-judging taste from above, 
Then, whether embellish 'd or rude, 

"Tis nature alone that we love. 
The achievements of art may amuse, 

May even our wonder excite ; 
But groves, hills, and valleys diffuse 

A lasting, a sacred delight. 

Since then in the rural recess 

Catharina alone can rejoice. 
May it still be her lot to possess 

The scene of her sensible choice ! 
To inhabit a mansion remote 

From the clatter of street-pacing steeds, 
And by Philomel's annual note 

To measure the life that she leads. 

* 

With her book, and her voice, and her lyie, 

To wing all her moments at home ; 
And with scenes that new rapture insioie, 

As oft as it suits her to roam; 
She will have just the life she pre|br8, 

With little to hope or to fear, 
And ours would be pleasant as hers, 

Might we view her enjoying it here. 

THE MORALIZER CORRECTED. 

A TAtJB. 

A HBRMXT, (or if 'chance you hold 
That title now too trite and old,) 



20 cowfer's poems. 

A man, once young, who Kved retiied 
Am hermit could have well desired, 
His hours of study closed at last, 
And finish'd his concise repast, 
Stoppled hb cruise, replaced his bo<^ 
Within its customaiy nook. 
And, staff in hand, set forth to share 
The sober cordial of sweet air, 
Like Isaac, with a mind applied 
To serious thought at eyening-tide. 
Autumnal rains had made it chill, 
And firam the trees, that fHnged his hill, 
Shades slanting at the close of day, 
Chill'd more his else delightful way. 
Distant a little mile he spied 
A western bank's still sunny side. 
And right toward the favor'd place 
Proceeding with his nimblest pace. 
In hope to bask a little yet, 
Just reach'd it when the sun was set. 
Your hermit, young and jovial sirs ! 
Learns something from whate^r occuxb — 
And hence, he said, my mind computes 
The real worth of man's pursuits. 
His object chosen, wealth or fame, 
Or other sublunary game, 
Imagina^on to his view • 

Presents it decked with every hue 
That can seduce him not to spare 
His powers of best exertion there. 
But youth, health, vigor to expend 
On so desirable an end. 
Ere long approadi tife's evening shades 
The glow that fancy gave it fhdes ; 
And, eam'd too late, it wants the grace 
That first engaged him in the chase.- 
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Trae, answer'd an angelic guide, 
Attendant at the senior's side — 
But whether all the time it cost, 
To urge the fruitless chase be lost, 
Must be decided by the worth 
Of that which call'd his ardor forth. 
Trifles pursued, whatever the event, 
Must cause him shame or discontent ; 
A vicious object still is worse, 
SuccessfVil there, he wins a curse ; 
But he, whom e'en in life's last stage 
Endeavors laudable engage. 
Is paid at least in peace of mind, 
And sense of having well design'd ; 
And if, ere he attain his end. 
His sun precipitate descend, 
A brighter prize than that he meant 
Shall recompense his mere intent. 
No virtuous wish can bear a date 
Either too early or too late. 

THE FAITHFUL BIRD. 

The greenhouse is my summer seat ; 
My shrubs disfdaced from that retreat 

Enjoy'd the open air; 
Two goldfinches, whose sprightly song 
Had been their mutual solace long, 

Lived happy prisoners there. 

They sang as blithe as finches sing. 
That flutter loose on golden wing, 

And frolic where they list ; 
Strangers to liberty, 'tis true, 
But that delight they never knew, 

And therefore never miss'd. 
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But nature works in every breast, 
With force not easUy sappress'd; 

And Dick fek some desires, 
That, after many an effort vain, 
Instructed him at length to gain 

A pass between his wires. 

The open windows seem'd to invite 
The freeman to a farewell flight ; 

But Tom was still confined ; 
And Dick, although his way was clear, 
Was much too generous and sincere 

To leave his friend behind. 

So settling on his cage, by play, 
And. chirp, and kiss, he seem'd to say 

You must not live alone — 
Nor would be quit that chosen stand 
Till I, with slow and cautious hand, 

Retum'd him to his own. 

O ye, who never taste the joys 
Of Friendship, satisfied with noise. 

Fandango, ball, and rout ! 
Blush, when I tell you how a bird, 
A prison with a friend prefeir'd 

To liberty without. 



THE NEEDLESS ALARM. 

A TALE. 

There is a field, tiirough which I often pass, 
Thick overspread with moss and silky grass, 
Adjoining close to Kil wick's echoing wood. 
Where oft the bitch-fox bides her hapless brood, 
Reserved to solace m^y a neighboring squire, 
That he may follow them through brake and brier, 
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Contusion hazarding of neck, or spine, 
Which rural gentlemen call sport divine. 
A narrow brook, by rosdiy banks concecd'd, 
Runs in a bottom, and divides the field ; 
Oaks intersperse it, that had once a head, 
But now wear crests of oven-wood instead ; 
And where the land slopes to its wateiy bourn 
Wide yawns a gulf beside a ragged thorn ; 
Bi^ks line the sides, but shivered long ago, 
And horrid brambles intertwine below ; 
A hollow scoop'd, I judge, in ancient tune, 
For baking earth, or burning rock to lime. 

Not yet the hawthorn bore her berries red, 
With which the fieldfare, wintry guest, is fed. 
Nor Autumn yet had brush'd ifrom eveiy spray, 
Wilth her chill hand, the mellow leaves away. 
But com was housed, and beans were in the stack, 
Now therefore issued forth the spotted pack. 
With tails high mounted, ears hung low, and 

throats 
With a whole gamut fiU'd of heavenly notes, 
For which, alas ! my destiny severe. 
Though ears she gave me two, gave me no ear. 

The sun, accomplishing his early march, 
EQs lamp now planted on heaven's topmost arch, 
When, exercise and air my only aim, 
And heedless whither, to that field I came. 
Ere yet with ruthless joy the happy hound 
Told hill and dale that Reynard's track was found, 
6r with the high-raLs'd horn's melodious clang 
AH Kitwick* and all Dingledeny* rang. 

Sheep grazed the field ; some with soft bosom 
press'd 
The herb as soft, while nibbling stray'd the rest ; 

* Two woods betonging to John Throckmorton, Haq* 
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Nor Bobe was heard, but of the haaly brook, 
Straggling, detain'd in many a petty no<^ 
All leem'a so peaceful, that, firom them convey'd, 
To me their peace by kind contagion spread. 

But when the huntsman, with distended cheek, 
'Gan make his instrument of music speak, 
And firom within the wood that crash was heard, 
Though not a hound fh>m whom it burst a^pear'd. 
The sheep recumbent and the sheep that graied. 
All huddling into phalanx, stood and gazed, 
Admixing, terrified, the novel strain, 
Then coursed the field around, and couiaed it 

round again; 
But recollecting, with a sudden thought, 
That flight in circles urged advanced then 

nought. 
They gather'd close around the old pit's brink. 
And thought again — but knew not what to think. 

The man to solitude accustom'd long, 
Perceives in everything that lives a tongue ; 
Not animals alone, but shrubs and trees 
Have speech for him, and understood with ease , 
After long drought, when rains abundant fall, 
He hears the herbs and flowers rejoicing all ; 
Knows what the freshness of their hue impUei, 
How glad they catch the largess of the skies; 
But, with precision nicer still, the mind 
He scans of every locomotive kind ; 
Birds of all feather, beasts of every name ; 
That serve mankind, or shun them, wild or tame ; 
The looks and gestures of their griefii and fears 
Have all articulation in his ears ; 
He speUs them trae by intuition's light. 
And needs no glossoiy to set him right. 

This troth premised was needAil as a text, 
To win due credence to what follows next 
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AwhUe they mused ; surveying every face, 
Thou hadst supposed them of superior race ; 
Their periwigs of wool and fears combined, 
Stamp'd on each countenance such marks of 

mind, 
That sage they seem'd, as lawyers o'er a doubt, 
Which, puzzling long, at last they puzzled oat ; 
Or academic tutors, teaching youths, 
Sure ne'er to want them, mathematic truths ; 
When thus a mutton statelier than the rest, 
A ram, the ewes and wethers sad address'd. 

Friends! we have Uved too long. I never 
heard ^ 
Sounds such as flrese, so worthy to be fear'd. 
Ciould I believe, that winds for ages pent 
In earth's dark womb have found at last a vent, 
And from their prison-house below arise, 
With all these hideous bowlings to the skies, * 
I could be much composed, nor should appear, 
For such a cause to feel the slightest fear, [roll'd 
Yourselves have seen, what time the thunders 
All night, me resting quiet in the fold. 
Or heard we that tremendous bray alone, 
I could expound the melancholy tone ; 
Should deem it by our old companion made. 
The ass ; for he, we know, has lately stray'd, 
And, being lost, perhaps, and wandering wide, 
Might be supposed to clamor for a guide. 
But ah ! those dreadful yells, what soul can hear, 
That owns a carcass, and not quake for fear 1 
Demons produce them doubtless, brazen-claw'd 
And fang'd with brass the demons are abroad ; 
I hold it therefore wisest and most fit 
That, life to save, we leap into the pit. 

Him answer'd then his loving mate and true^^ 
Bat more discreet than he, a Cambrian ewe. 
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How ! leeqp into the pt our life to aare t 
To save our life leap all into the grave 1 
For can we find it less 1 Conten^»late first 
The depth how awful ! falling there, we hoist: 
Or should the hrambles, interposed, our fall 
In part abate, that happiness were small ; 
For with a race like theirs, no chance I see 
Of peace or ease to creatures clad as we. 
Meantime noise kills not. Be it Dapple's bray, 
Or be it not, or be it whose it may, [tomguet 
And rush those other sounds, that seem by 
Of demons utter'd, firom whatever lungs, 
Sounds are but sounds, and, ti^the cause appear, 
We have at least commodiouAtanding here. 
Come fiend, come fuiy, giant, monster, blast 
From earth or hell, we can but plunge at last 

While thus she spake, I fainter heard the 
F5r Reynard, close attended at his heels [peals, 
By pantmg dog, tired man, and spatter'd hone, 
Through mere good fortune, took a difiereni 

course. 
The flock grew calm again, and I, the road 
Following, that led me to my own abode, 
Much wonder'd that the silly sheep had found 
Such cause of terror in an empty sound, 
So sweet to huntsman, gentleman, and hound. 



Beware of desperate steps. The darkest day, 
Live till to-morrow, will have pass'd away; 



BOADICEA. 

AN ODE. 

When the British warrior queen, 
Bleeding from the Roman rods, 
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Sought with an indignant mein, 
Counsel of her cmmtiy's gods, 

Sage beneath the spreading oak 
Sat the Dniid, hoary chief; 

Every burning word he spoke 
Full of rage, and fUll of grie£ 

Princess ! if our aged eyes 

Weep upon thy matchless wrongs, 
*Tb because resentment ties 

All the terrors of our tongues. 

Rome shall perish — ^write that word 
In the blood that she has spilt; 

Perish, hopeless and abhorr'd, 
Deep in ruin as in guilt. 

Rome, fbr empire fat renown'd, 
Tramples on a thousand states ; 

Soon her pride shall kiss the ground 
Ha:!^ ! the Qaul is at her gates ! 

Other Romans shall arise, 
Heedless of a soldier's name ; 

Sounds, not arms, shall win the prize, 
Harmony the path to fame. 

Then the progeny that spriiigB 
From the forests of our land, 

Arm'd with thunder, clad with wings, 
Shall a wider worid command. 

Regions Cssar neVbr knew 
Thy posterity shall sway ; 
Where his eagles never flew. 

None invincible as they. 

• 

Sac^ the bard's prophetic words. 
Pregnant with celestial fire, 
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Bending a» he swept the chords 
Of his sweet but awA&l lyre. 

She, with all a monarch's pride, 
Felt them in her bosom glow : 

Rosh'd to battle, fought, and died ; 
Dying, hurl'd them at the foe. 

Ruffians, pitiless as proud, 

Heaven awards the Yengeanoe due ; 
Empire is on us bestowed, 

Shame and ruin wait for you. 



HEROISM. 

There was a time when Etna's silent fire 
Slept unperceiv'd, the mountaui yet entire; 
When, conscious of no danger from below, 
She tower'd a cloud-capt pyramid of snow. 
No thunders shook with deep intestine sound 
The blooming groves that girdled her around. 
Her unctuous olives, and her purple vines 
(Unfelt the fuiy of those bursting mines) 
The peasant's hopes, and not in vain, assured, 
In peace upon her sloping sides matured. 
When on a day, like that of the last doom, 
A conflagration laboring in her womb. 
She teem'd and heaved with an infernal birth, 
That shook the circling seas and solid earth. 
Dark and voluminous the vapors rise. 
And hang their horrors in (he neighbormg skies, 
While through the Stygian veil, that blots the day, 
In dazzling streaks the vivid lightnings play. 
But oh ! what muse, and in what powers of songi 
Can trace ths torrent as it bums along 1 
Havoc and devastation in the van, 
It marches o'er the prostrate works of man; 
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Vines, olires, herbage, fareatB diiappear, 
And all the channs of a Sicilian year. 

Revolving seasons, fimitless as they pass, 
See it an uninfonn'd and idle mass ; 
Without a soil to invite the tiller's care, 
Or blade that might redeem it from despair. 
Y^ time at length (what will not time achieve 1) 
Clothes it with earth, and bids the produce live. 
Once more the spiiy myrtle crowns the glade, 
And ruminating flocks enjoy the shade. 
O bliss precarious, and unsafe retreats, 
O charming Paradise of short-lived sweets ! 
The self-same gale that wafts the fragrance 

round 
Brings to the distant ear a sullen sound : 
Again the mountain feels the imprison'd jfoe, 
Again pours ruin on the vale below. 
Ten thousand swains the wasted scene deplore, 
That only ftiture ages can restore. 

Ye monarchs, whom the lure of honor drawi, 
Who write in blood the merits of your cause, 
Who strike the blow, then p}ead your own 

defence, 
Glory your aim, but justice your pretence ; 
Behold in JEtna's emblematic fires 
The mischiefi your ambitious pride inspires ! 
Fast by the stream that bounds your jual 

domain, 
And tells you where you have a right to reign, 
A nation dwells, not envious of your throne. 
Studious of peace, their neighbor's and their own. 
Ill-fated race ! how deeply must they me 
Their only crime, vicinity to you ! 
The trumpet sounds, your legions swarm abroad, 
Through the ripe harvest lies their destined 

toad; 
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At every step beneath their feet they tread 
The life of multitades, a nation's bread I 
Earth seems a garden in its loveliest dress 
Before them, and behind a wilderness. 
Famine, and pestilence, her firstborn son, 
Attend to finish what the sword begun ; 
And echoing praises, such as fiends might earn, 
And folly pays, resound at your return. 
A cahn succeeds— but Plenty, with her train 
Of heartfelt joys, succeeds not soon again : 
And years of pining indigence must show 
What scouiges are the gods that rule below. 

Yet man, laborious man, by slow degrees, 
(Such is his thirst of opulence and ease,) 
Plies all the sinews of industrious toil. 
Gleans up the refhse of the general spoil, 
Rebuilds the towers that smoked upon the plain, 
And the sun gilds the shining sfores again. 

Increasing commerce and reviving ait 
Renew the quarrel on the conqueror's part; 
And the sad lesson must be leam'd once more, 
That wealth within is ruin at the door. 
What are ye, monarchs, laurelPd heroes, say, 
But JEtnas of the sufieriog world ye sway 1 
Sweet Nature, stripped of her embroider'd lobe, 
Deplores the wast^ regions of her globe ; 
And stands a witness at Truth's awftil bar, 
To prove you there destroyers as ye are. 

O place me in some heaven-protected isle. 
Where Peace, and Equity, and Freedom smile ; 
Where no volcano pours his fiery flood, 
No crested warrior dips his plume in blood ; 
Where Power secures what Industry has won ; 
Where to sueoeed is not to be undone ; 
A land that distant tyrants hate in vain, 
In Britain's isle, beneath a Gkorge's reign. 
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ON THE 

RECEIPT OF MY MOTHER'S PICTURE 

OUT OP NORFOLK, 
THE GIFT OF MY COUSIN, ANN BODHAM. 

O THAT those lips had language ! Life has pass'd 
With me but roughly since I heard thee last 
Those lips are thine — thy own sweet smile I see, 
The same that oft in childhood s<^aced me ; 
y^te only fails, else how distinct they say, 
" Grieve not, my child, chase all thy fears away I" 
The meek intelligence of those dear eyes 
(Blest be the art that can immortalize, 
The art that baffles Time's tyrannic claim 
To ^ench it) here shines on me still the same. 
Faithful remembrancer of one so dear, 

welcome guest, though unexpected hero : 
Who bidst me honor with asn artless song, 
Affectionate, a mother lost so bng. 

1 will obey, not willingly alone. 

Bat gladly, as the precept were her own : 
And, while that face renews my filial grief. 
Fancy shall weave a charm for my relief. 
Shall steep me in Elysian reverie, 
A momentary dream, that thou art she. 
My mother ! when I leam'd that thou wast 
dead, 
Say, wast thou conscious of the tears I shed 1 
Hover'd thy spirit o'er thy sorrowing son, ' 
Wretch even then, life's journey just begun % 
Periiaps thou gav'st me, though unfelt, a kiss ; 
Perhaps a tear, if souls can weep in bliss — 
Ah, that maternal smile I it answers— Yes. 
I heard the bell toU'd on thy burial day, 
I saw the hearse that bore thee slow away, 
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And taming firom my nnnery window, drew 
A long, long sigh, and wept a last adieu ! 
But was it such 1— It was.— Wheie thou art gone 
Adieus and farewells are a sound unknown. 
May I but meet thee on that peaceful shore, 
The parting word shall pass my lips no more ! 
Thy maidens, grieved themselves at my concern, 
Oft gave me promise of thy quick return. 
What ardently I wish'd, I long believed, 
And, disappointed still, was still deceived. 
By expectation eveiy day beguiled, • 

Dupe of to-morrow even from a child. 
Thus many a sad to-morrow came and went, 
Till, all my stock of infant sorrows spent, 
I leam'd at last submission to my lot, 
Bat, though I less deplored thee, ne'er forgot 
Where once we dwelt our name is heard no 
more, 
Children not thine have trod my nurseiy floor ; 
And where the gardener Robin, day by day. 
Drew me to school along the public way, 
Delighted with my bauble coach, and wrapp'd 
In scarlet mantle warm, and velvet capped, 
'Tis now become a histoiy little known. 
That once we call'd the pastoral house our own. 
Shortrlived possession ! but the record fair, 
That memory keeps of all thy kindness there, 
Still outlives many a storm, that has effaced 
A thousand other themes less deeply traced. 
Thy nightly visits to my chamber made, [laid ; 
That thou mightst know me safe and warmly 
Thy morning bounties ere I left my home, 
The biscuit or confectionary plum ; 
The fVagrant waters on my cheeks bestow 'd 
By thy own hand, till fresh they shone and 
glow'd : 

3 
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AD this, and more endearing still than all, 
Thy constant flow of love that knew no fall, 
Ne'er roughen'd by those cataracts and breaks 
That humor interposed too often makes ; 
AU this still legible in memory's page, 
•And still to be so to my latest age, 
Adds joy to duty, makes me glad to pay 
Such honors to thee as my numbers may ; 
Periiaps a frail memorial, but sincere. 
Not scom'd in heaven, though little noticed 

here. 
Could Time, his flight reversed, restore the 

hours. 
When, playing with thy vesture's tissued flowerii 
The violet, the pink, and jessamine, 
I priek'd them into paper with a pin, 
(And thou wast happier than myself the while, 
Wouldst softly speak, and stroke my head, and 

smile,) 
Could those few pleasant days again aj^ar, 
Bfight one wish bring them, would I vrish them 

herel. 
I would not trust my heart — ^the dear delight 
Seems so to be desired, perhaps I might. — 
But no — what here we call our life is such. 
So little to be loved, and thou so much. 
That I should ill requite thee to constrain 
Thy unbound spirit into bonds again. 

Thou, as a gallant bark from Albion's coast 
(The storms all weather'd and the ocean cross'd) 
Shoots into port at some well-haven'd isle 
Where spices breathe, and brighter seasons smile, 
There sits quiescent on the floods, that show 
Her beauteous form reflected clear below. 
While airs impregnated with incense play 
Around her, &nning light her streamers gay ; 



84 cowfbr's pa£M9. 

So thott, with saOt howitwift! hast leach'd tke 

shore, 
»* Where tempests never beat nor billows poarV'* 
And thy loved ^consort on the dangerous tide 
Of life longsinee has anchored by thy side. 
But me, scarce ho{»ng to attain that rest, 
Always from port withheld, always distress'd*- 
Me howling blasts drive devious, tempest-toss'd, 
Sails ripp'd, seams opening wide, and ccMnpass 

lost. 
And day by day some current's thwarting force 
Sets me more distant from a prosperous course. 
But oh, the thought, that thou art safe, and he ! 
That thought is joy, arrive what may to me. 
My boast is not that I deduce my \jMk 
From loins enthroned, and rulers of the earth; 
But higher far my proud pretensions rise — 
The son of parents pass'd into the skies. 
And now, farewell — Time unrevoked has run 
His wonted course, yet what I wish'd is done. 
By contemplation's help, not sought in vain, 
I seem to have hved my childhood o'er again ; 
To have renewed the joys that once were mine, 
Without the sin of violating thine ; 
And, while the wings of fancy still are firee, 
And I can view this mimic show of thee, 
Time has but half succeeded in his theft— 
Thyself removed, thy power to soothe me left 



FRIENDSHIP. 

What virtue, or what mental grace 
But men unqualified and base 
Will boast it their possession 1 

*G«rth. 
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Profusion apes the noble part 
Of liberality of heart, 

And dullness of discretion. 

If eveiy polish'd gem we find, 
lUuminating heart or mind, 

Provoke to imitation ; 
No wonder friendship does the same, 
That jewel of the purest flame, 

Or rather constellation. 

No knave bat boldly will pretend 
The requisites that form a friend, 

A real and a sound one ; 
Nor any fool, he would deceive. 
But prove as ready to believe, 

And dream that he had found one. 

Candid, and generous, and just, 
Boys care but Uttle whom they trust, 

An error soon corrected— 
For who but learns in riper years 
That man, when smoothest he appears^ 

Is most to be suspected 1 

But here again a danger lies, 
Lest, having misapplied our eyes, 

And taken trash for treasure. 
We should unwarily conclude 
Friendship a false ideal good, 

A mere Utopian pleasure. 

An acquisition rather rare 
Is yet no subject of despair; 

Nor is it wise complaining. 
If, either on foibidden ground, 
Or where it was not to be found, 

We sought without attaimng. 
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No friendship will abide the test, 
That stands on sordid interest, 

Or mean self-love erected ; 
Nor such as may awhile subsist 
Between the sot and sensualist, 

For vicious ends connected. 

Who seek a friend should come disposed 
To exhibit in full bloom disclosed, 

The graces and the beauties 
That form the character he seeks, 
For 'tis a union that bespeaks 

Reciprocated duties. 

Mutual attention is impUed, 
And equal truth on either side. 

And constantly supported ; 
'Tis senseless arrogance to accuse 
Another of sinister views, 

Our own as much distorted. 

But will sincerity suffice 1 
It is indeed above all price. 

And must be made the basis ; 
But every virtue of the soul 
Must constitute the charming whole, 

All shining in their places. 

A fretful temper veill divide 

The closest knot that may be tied, 

By ceaseless sharp corrosion ; 
A temper passionate and fierce 
May suddenly your joys disperse 

At one immense explosion. 

In vain the talkative unite 

In hopes of permanent delight 
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The secret just commttted, 
Foigetting its important weight, 
They drop through mere desire to prate, 

And by themselves outwitted. 



How bright soe'er the prospect f 

AU thoughts of friendship are but dreams, 

If envy chance to creep in ; 
An envious man, if you succeed. 
May prove an envious foe indeed, 

But not a friend worth keeping. 

As envy pines at good possessed, 
So jealousy looks forth distress'd 

On good that seems approaching; 
And if success his steps attend. 
Discerns a rival in a friend, 

And hates him for encroaching. 

Hence authors of illustrious namt 
Unless belied by common fhme, 

Are sadly prone to quarrel, 
To deem the wit a friend displays 
A tax upon their own just praise, 

And pluck each other's laurel 

A man renowned for repartee 
Will seldom scnqple to make free 

With friendship's finest feeling, 
ynm thrust a. dagger at your breast, 
And say he wounded you in jest. 

By way of balm for healing. 

Whoever keeps an open eai 
For tattlers will be sure to hear 

The tmmpet of contention ; 
AmpemoD is the babbler's trade, 
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To listen is to lend him aid. 
And rush into i 



A friendship that in frequent ^ 
Of controversial rage emits 

The sparks of disputation, 
Like hand-in-hand insurance-plates, 
Most unavoidably creates 

The thought of conflagration. 

Some fickle creatures boast a soul 
True as a needle to the pole, 

Their humor yet so various— 
They manifest their whole life through 
^ The needle's deviation too, 

Their love is so precarious. 

The great and small but rarely meet 
On terms of amity complete ; 

Plebeians must surrender. 
And yield so much to noble folk, 
It is combining fire with smoke, 

Obscurity with splendor. 

Some are so placid and serene 
(As Irish bogs are always green) 

They sleep secure from waking ; 
And are indeed a bog that bears 
Tour unpartidpated cares 

Unmoved and without quaking. 

Courtier and patriot cannot mix 
Their heterogeneous politics 

Without an effervescence, 
Like that of salts with lemon juice, 
Which does not yet like that produce 

A friendlv coalesce n ce. 
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Religion should extinguish strife, 
And make a cahn of human hfe ; 

But friends that chance to differ 
On points which God has left at large, 
How freely will they meet and charge — 

No combatants are stiffer. 

To prove at last my main intent 
Needs no expense of argument, 

No cutting and contriving— 
Seeking a real friend we seem 
To adopt the chemist's golden dream, 

With still less hope of thriving. 

Sometimes the fault is all our own, 
Some blemish in due time made known 

By trespass or omission ; 
Sometimes occasion brings to light 
Our friend's defect, long hid from sight, 

And even from suspicion. 

Then judge yourself, and prove your man 
As circumspectly as you can. 

And, having made election, 
Beware no negligence of yours, 
Such as a friend but ill endures, 

Enfeeble his affection. 

That secrets are a saored trust, 

That friends riiould be sincere and just, 

That constancy befits them. 
Are observations on the case. 
That savor much of conmion place, 

And all the world admits them. 

But 'tis not tfanber, lead, and stone, 
An architect xiequfltes alone 
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To finish a fine buildings 
The palace were but half complete, 
If he could pofldblj forget 

The canring and the gilding. 

The man that hails you Tom or Jack, 
And proves hj thumps upon your back 

How he esteems your merit, 
Is such a friend that one had jneed 
Be very much his firiend indeed 

To pardon or to bear it 

As similarity of mind, 

Or something not to be defined, 

First fixes our attentbn ; 
So manners decent and polite, 
The same we practised at first sight, 

Must save it firom declension. 

Some act upon this prudent plan, 
" Say little, and hear all you can." 

Saft policy, but hateftil — 
So barren sands imbibe the shower. 
But render neither firuit nor fiower, 

Unpleasant and ungratefoL 

The man I trust, if shy to me, 
Shall find me as reserved as he. 

No subterfuge or pleading 
Shall win my confidence agAin ; 
I will by no means entertain 

A spy on my proceeding. 

These samples—for alas ! at last 
These are but samples, and a taste 

Of evils yet unmention'd — 
Hay pfove the task a task indeed. 
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In which 'tis much if we succeed, 
However well intention 'd. 

Pursue the search, and you will find 
Good sense and knowledge of mankind 

To be at least expedient, 
And, after -summing all the rest, 
Religion ruling in the breast 

A principal ingredient. 

The noblest Friendship ever shown 
The Saviour's history makes known, 

Though some have turn'd and tum'd it ; 
And, whether being crazed or blind, 
Or seeking with a biass'd mind, 

Have not, it seems, discem'd it. 

Friendship ! if my soul forego 
Thy dear delights while here below, 

To mortify and grieve me, 
May I myself at last appear. 
Unworthy, base and insincere. 

Or may my firiend deceive me. 



ON A MISCHIEVOUS BULL, 

which the owner op him sold at 1 
author's instance. 

Go — thou art all unfit to share 

The pleasures of this place 
With such as its old tenants are. 

Creatures of gentler race. 

The squirrel here his hoard provides. 

Aware of wintry storms, 
And woodpeckers explore the sides 

Of rugged oaks for worms. 
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The sheep here smooths the knotted thon 

With finctions of her fleece ; 
And here I wander eve and mom, 

Like her, a friend to peace. 

Ah !— I could pity thee exiled 

From this secure retreat — 
I would not lose it to be styled 

The happiest of the great. 

But thou canst taste no calm delight; 

Thy pleasure is to show 
Thy magnanimity in fight, 

Thy prowess — therefore, go — 

I care not whether east or north. 

So I no more may find thee ; 
The angiy muse thus sings thee forth. 

And claps the gate behind thee. 



ANNUS MEMORABILIS, 1789. 

WRITTEN IN COMMEMORATION OF HIS MAJEflTT^fl 
HAPPY RECOVERY. 

I RANSACKED for a theme of song, 

Much ancient chronicle, and long; 

I read of bright embattled fields. 

Of trophied helmets, spears, and shields. 

Of chiefs, whose single arm could boast 

Prowess to dissipate a host ; 

Through tomes of fable and of dream 

I sought an eligible theme, 

But none I found, or found them shared 

Already by some happier bard. 

To modem times, with trath to guide 
My busy search, I next applied ; 
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Here cities won, and fleets dispeised, 
Urged loud a claim to be rehearsed, 
Deeds of unperishing renown, 
Our fathers' triumphs and our own. 

Thus as the bee from bank to bower, 
Assiduous sips at every flower, 
But rests on none till that be found 
Where most nectareous sweets abound. 
So I, from theme to theme displayed 
In many a page historic, stray'd. 
Siege after siege, fight after fight, 
Contemplating with small delight, 
(For feats of sanguinary hue 
Not always glitter in my view,) 
Till, settling on the current year, 
I found the far-sought treasure near, 
A theme ibr poetry divine, 
A theme to ennoble even mine, 
In memorable eighty-nine. 

The spring of eighty-nine shall be 
An ora cherished long by me. 
Which joyftil I will oft record. 
And thankful at my frugal board ; 
For then the clouds of eighty-eight. 
That threatened England's trembling state 
With loss of what she least could spare, 
Her sovereign's tutelary care, 
One breath of heaven, that cried— Restore ! 
Chased, never to assemble more : 
And for the richest crown on earth, 
If valued by its wearer's worth. 
The sjrmbol of a righteous reign 
Sat fast on Gorge's brows again. 

Then peace and joy again possessed 
Our dueen's long-a^tated breast ; 



i 



44 cowper's poems. 

Such joy and peace as can be .known 
By fuffereis like herself alone, 
Who losing, or supposing lost, 
The good on earth they valued most, 
For that dear sorrow's sake forego 
All hope of happiness below, 
Then suddenly regain the prize, 
And flash thanksgivings to the skies ! 

O Clueen of Albion, queen of isles ! 
Since all thy tears were changed to 
The eyes, that never saw thee, shine 
With joy not unallied to thine ; 
Transports not chargeable with art 
Ilhune the land's remotest part, 
And strangers to the air of courts, 
Both in their toils and at their sports, 
Tlie happiness of answer'd prayers, 
That gilds thy features, show in theirs. 

If they who on thy state attend, 
Awe-struek, before thy presence bend, 
'TSs but the natural effect 
Of grandeur that ensures respect ; 
But she is sometiiing more than queen 
Who is beloved where never seen. 



HYMN, 

FOR THE USE OF THE SUNDAY SCHOOL AT OLNIT. 

Hear, Lord, the song of praise and prayer. 

In heaven thy dwelling place, 
From infants made the public care. 

And taught to seek thy face. 

Thanks for thy w(ml, and for thy day, 
And grant us, we implore. 
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Never to waste in sinfal play 
Thy holy sabbaths more. 

Thanks that we hear, — bat O impart 

To each desires sincere, 
That we may listen with our heart, 

And learn as well as hear. 

For if vain thoughts the minds engage 

Of older far than we, 
What hope, that, at our heedless age, 

Our minds should e'er be free 1 

Much hope, if thou our spirits take 

Under thy gracious sway, 
Who canst the wisest wiser make, 

And babes as wise as they. 

Wisdom and bliss thy word bestows, 

A sun that ne'er declines, 
And be thy mercies shower'd on those 

Who placed us where il shines. 



STANZAS. 

SOBIOINCD TO THE YEARLY BILL Of* MORTAUTT W 

THE PARISH OF ALL-SAINTS, NORTHAMPTON,* 

ANNO DOMINI 1787. 

PiUda men equo pnlaat pede paapenun tsl>eniai> 
Begamqoe turres.— Horacb. 

Psle death with equal fioot ftriket wide the door 
Of royal halls and hoyels of the poor. 

While thirteen moons saw smoothly run 
The Nen's barge-laden wave, 

* Oomposed for John Cox, pariah dark of North- 
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All these, life's rambfing jooniey done, 
Have found their home, the grave. 

Was man (frail always) made more frail 

Than in foregoing years 1 
Did famine or did plague prevail, 

That so much death appears 1 . 

No ; these were vigorous as their sires, 

Nor plague nor fhmine came ; 
This annual tribute Death requires, 

And never waives his claim. ' 

Like crowded forest trees we stand, 

And some are mark'd to fall ; 
The axe will smite at God's command. 

And soon shall smite us all. 

Ghreen as the bay tree, ever green, 

With its new foliage on, 
The gay, the thoughtless, have I seen, 

I pass'd — and they were gone. 

Read, ye that run, the awful truth 

With which I charge my page ; 
-A wonn is in the bud of youth, 

And at the roo| of age. 

No present health can health ensuie 

For yet an hour to come ; 
No medicine, though it oft can cure. 

Can always balk the tomb. 

And O t that humble as my lot, 

And scom'd as is my strain. 
These truths, though known, too much forgot, 

I may not teach in vain. 
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Sopfayi yoar derk with all hk heart, 

And, ere he quks the pen, 
Begs you for once to take his part. 

And answer all — Amen ! 



ON A SIMILAR OCCASION. 

FOR THE YEAR 1788. 

Quod adest, memento , 

Componere sequus. Cmten, fluminis 
Bttafemnttir.— Horace. 

ImproTO the present hour, for all beside 
b a mere feather on a torrent^s tide. 

Could I, tmm heaven inspired, as sure presage 
To whom the rising year shall prove his last, 
As I can number in my punctual page. 
And item down the victims of the past; 

How each would trembling wait the mournful 

sheet. 
On which the press might stamp him next to die ; 
And, reading here his sentence, how replete 
With anxious meaning, heavenward torn his eye I 

Time then would seem more precious than the 

joys ^ 

In which he sports away the treasure now ; . 
And prayer more seasonable than the noise 
Of drunkards, or the music-drawing bow. 

Then doubtless many a trifler, on the brink 
Of this world's hazardous and headkmg shore, 
Forced to a pause, would feel it good to think, 
Told that his setting sun must rise no more. 

Ah self-deceived ! Could I prophetic say 
Who next is fated, and who next to fiUl, 
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The rest might then seem pririleged to i^y; 
But, naming none, the Voice now speaks to all. 

Observe the dappled foresters, how light 
They bound and aiiy o'er the sunny glade — 
One falls — the rest, wide scatter'd with affright, 
Vanish at once into the darkest shade. 

Had we their wisdom, should we, often wam'd, 
Still need repeated warnings, and at last, 
A thousand awful admonitions scom'd, 
Die self-accused of life run all to waste I 

Sad waste ! for which no after-thrift atones. 
The grave admits no cure for guilt or sin ; 
Dewdrops may deck the turf that hides the bones, 
But tears of godly grief ne'er flow within. 

Learn then, ye living ! by the mouths be taught 
Of all these sepulchres, instructors true, 
That, soon or late, death also is your lot. 
And the next opening grave may yawn for yoa. 



ON A SIMILAR OCCASION. 

FOB THE TEAR 1*789. 

— Pladd&que ibl demum mor^ quievit— Vnia. 
There calm at length he breathed his soul awaj. 

"O MOST delightful hour by man 

Experienced here below, 
The hour that terminates his span, 

His folly and his woe ! 

"Worlds should not bribe me back to tread 

Again life's dreary waste, 
To see again my day o'erspread 

With all the gloomy past 
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** My home henceforth is in the skies, 

Earth, seas, and sun, adieu ! 
All heaven unfolded to my eyes, 

I have no sight for you." 

So spake Aspasio, firm possessed 

Of faith's supporting rod, 
Then breathed his soul into its rest, 

The bosom of his God. 

He was a man among the few 

Sincere on virtue's side ; 
And all his strength from Scripture drew, 

To hourly use applied. . 

That rule he prized, by that he fear'd, 

He hated, hoped, and loved ; 
Nor ever frown 'd, or sad appeared, 

But when his heart had roved. 

For he was frail as thou or I, 

And evil felt within ; 
But when he felt it, heaved a sigh, 

And loathed the thought of sin. 

Such Uved Aspasio ; and at last 

Call'd up from earth to heaven. 
The gulf of death triumphant past'd, 

By gales of blessing driven. 

ffis f oys be mine, each reader cries, 

When my last hour arrives : 
They shall be yours, my verse replies, 

Such only be your lives. 
4 
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ON A SIMILAR OCCASION. 

FOR THE YEAR 1790. 

Ne commonentem recta sperne.— -BgcBAXAib 
Despise not my good coonseL 

He who sits from day to day 
Where the prison'd lark is hung, 

Heedless of his loudest lay, 
Hardly knows that he has sung. 

Where the watchman in his round 
Nightly lifts his voice on high, 

None, accustom'd to the sound, 
Wakes the sooner for his cry. 

So your verse-man I, and clerk, 

Yearly in my song proclaim 
Death at hand — yourselves his mark 

And the foe's unerring aim. 

Duly at my time I come. 

Publishing to all aloud — 
Soon the grave must be your home, 

And your only suit, a shroud. 

But the monitory strain. 

Oft repeated in your ears, 
Seems to sound too much in vain, 

Wins no notice, wakes no fears. 

Can a truth, by all confessed 
Of such magnitude and weight, 

Grow, by being oft impress'd, 
Trivial as a parrot's prate. 

Pleasure's call attention wins, 
Hear it often as we may ; 
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New as eyer seem our sins, 
Though committed every daj. 

Death and judgment, heaven and hell — 

These alone, so often heard, 
No more move us than the bell 

When some stranger is interred. 

O then, ere the turf or tomb 

Cover us from every eye, 
Spirit of instruction, come. 

Make us learn that we must die. 



ON A SIMILAR OCCASION. 

FOR THE TEAR 1792. 

Fdix, qui potnit rerom oognoflcere cansas, 
Atque metus omiies at inexorabile fotum 
Sol^ecU pedibua, strepitamqae Acherontia avaril 

Vua. 
Happy the mortal who has traced effects 
To their flrat cause, cast fear beneath bis feet, 
And death and roaring liell'B voradona Area I 

Thankless for favors from on high, 

Man^hiliks he fades too soon : 
Though 'tis his privilege to die, 

Would he improve the boon. 

But he, not wise enough to scan 

His blest concerns aright. 
Would gladly stretch life's little span 

To ages, if he might 

To ages in a world of pain. 

To ages where he goes 
Ghdl'd by affliction's heavy chain. 

And hopeless of repose. 
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Strange fondness of the boman heart, 

Enamor'd of its harm ! 
Strange world, that costs it so much smart. 

And still has power to charm. 

Whence has the world her magie power 1 

Whj deem we death a foe 1 
Recoil from weaiy life's best hour, 

And covet longer woe 1 

The cause is Conscience — Conscience oft 

Her tale of guUt renews : 
Her voice is terrible though soft, 

And dread of death ensues. 

Then anxious to be longer spared 
Man mourns his fleeting breath : 

All evils then seem light, compared 
With the approach of death. 

"Us judgment shakes him : there 's the fear 

That promps the wish to stay : 
He has incurred a long arrear, 

And must despair to pay. 

Pay I follow Christ, and all is paid ; 

His death your peace ensures ;' • 
Think on the grave Where ke was laid, 

And calm descend to yows. 

ON A SIMILAR OCCASION. 

FOR THE YEAR 1793. 

De iseris antem haoc sit ana sententia, at conserventor. 

Cic. DC Lbs. 
Bat let as all concor in this one sentiment, that thingg 
— -" be inviolate. 



He lives who lives to GJod alone, 
And all are dead beside; 
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For Other source than Qod is none 
Whence life can be supplied. 

To live to God is to requite 

His love as best we may : 
To make his precepts our delight, 

His promises our stay. 

But lifb, within a narrow ring 

Of giddy joys comprised, 
Is falsely named, and no such thing, 

But rather death disguised. 

Can life in them deserve the name, 

Who only live to prove 
For what poor toys they can disclaim 

An endless life above 1 

Who, much diseased, yet nothing feel; 

Much menaced, nothing dread ; 
Have wounds, which only GUxl can heal, 

Yet never ask his aid 1 

Who deem his house a useless place, 

Faith, want of common sense; 
And ardor in the Christian race, 

A hypocrite's pretence 1 

Who trample order; and the day 

Which God asserts his own 
Dishonor with unhallow'd play, 

And worship chance alone 1 

If scorn of Gk)d's c^nnmands, impreM'd 

On word and deed, imply 
The better part of man unbless'd 

With life that cannot die ; 

Such want it, and that want uncuied 
Till man resigns his breath. 
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Speaks him a criminal, assured 
Of everlasting death. 

Sad period to a pleasant course ! 

Yet so will God repay 
Sabbaths profaned without remorse, 

And mercy cast away. 



ON A GOLDFINCH, 

STARVED TO DEATH IN HIS CAOB. 

Time was when I was free as air, 
The thistle's downy seed my fare, 

My drink the morning dew j.;- 
I perch'd at will on every spray. 
My form genteel, my plumage gay, 

My strains forever new. 

But gaudy plumage, sprightly strain, 
And form genteel were all in vain. 

And of a transient date ; 
For, caught and caged, and starved to death, 
In dying sighs my little breath 

Soon passed the wiry grate. 

Thanks, gentle swain, for all my woes, 
And thanks for this effectual close 

And cure of every ill ! 
More cruelty could none express ; 
And I, if you had shown me less, 

Had been your prisoner still. 



THE PINE-APPLE AND THE BEE. 

The pine-apples, in triple row. 
Were backing hot, and all in blow ; 
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A bee of most discerniDg taste 
Perceived the fragrance as he pass'd, 
On eager wing the spoiler came, 
And search'd for crannies in the frame, 
Urged his attempt on every side, 
To every pane his trunk applied ; 
But still in vain, the frame was tight, 
And only pervious to the light : 
Thus having wasted half the day, 
He trimm'd his flight another way. 

Methinks, I said, in thee I find 
The sin and madness of mankind. 
To joys forbidden man aspires, 
Consumes his soul with vain desires ; 
Polly the spring of his pursuit, 
And disappointment all the fruit. 
While Cynthio ogles, as she passes. 
The nymph between two chariot glasses, 
She is the pine-apple, and he 
The silly unsuccessful bee. 
The maid who views with pensive air 
The show-glass fraught with glittering ware, 
Sees watches, bracelets, rings, and lockets. 
But sighs at thought of empty pockets; 
Like thine, her appetite is keen, 
But ah, the cruel glass between ! 

Our dear delights are often such, 
Exposed to view, but not to touch ; 
The sight our foolish heart inflames. 
We long for pine-apples in frames ; 
With hopeless wish one looks and lingers ; 
One breaks the glass, and cuts his fingers ; 
But they whom truth and wisdom lead 
Can gather honey from a weed. 



66 #owfer's poems. 

VERSES WRITTEN AT BATH, ON FIND- 
INQ THE HEEL OP A SHOE. 

Fortune ! I thank thee : gentle goddess! thanks! 
Not that my muse, though bashful, shall deny 
She would have thank'd thee rather hadst thou 

cast 
A treasure in her way ; for neither meed 
Of early breakfast, to dispel the fumes^ 
And bowel-racking pains of emptiness, 
Nor noontide feast, nor evening^s cool repast, 
Hopes she from this — presumptuous, though, 

perhaps 
The cobbler, leather-carving artist ! might 
Nathless she thanks thee and accepts thy boon, 
Whatever ; not as erst the fabled cock, 
Vain-glorious fool ! unknowing what he found, 
Spurn'd the rich gem thou gavest him. Where- 
fore, ah ! 
Why not on me that favor, (worthier sure !) 
Conferr'dst thou, goddess ! Thou art blind thoa 

say'st : 
Enough ! — thy blindness shall excuse the deed. 

Nor does my muse no benefit exhale 
From tliis thy scant indulgence ! — even here 
Hints worthy sage philosophy are found ; 
Illustrious hints, to moralize my song ! 
This ponderous heel of perforated hide 
Compact, with pegs indented, many a row. 
Haply (for such its massy form bespeaks) 
The weighty tread of some rude peasant clown 
Upbore : on this, supported oft, he stretch'd. 
With uncouth strides, along the furrow'd glebe, 
Flattening the stubborn clod, till cruel time 
(What will not cruel time 7) or a wry step 
Sever'd the strict cohesion ; when, alas ! 
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He, who could erst, with even, equal pace, 
Pursue his destined way with symmetiy, 
And some proportion form'd, now on one side 
Curtaii'd and maim'd, the sport of vagrant boji. 
Cursing his frail supporter, treacherous prop ! 
With toilsome steps, and difficult, moves on. 
Thus fares it oft with other than the feet 
Of humble villager — the statesman thus, 
Up the steep road where proud ambition leadf , 
Aspiring, first uninterrupted winds 
His prosperous way ; nor fears mipcarriage foul, 
While policy prevails, and friends prove true ; 
But, that support soon failing, by him left 
On whom he most depended, basely left, 
Betray'd, deserted ; from his airy height 
Headlong he falls ; and through the rest of life 
Drags the dull load of disaf^pointment on. 
174a 

AN ODE, 

ON READING RICHARDSON's HISTORY OF lift 
CHARLES GRANDISON. 

Say, ye apostate and profane, 
Wretches, who blush not to disdain 

Allegiance to your God, — 
Did e'er ypur idly wasted love 
Of virtue for her sake remove 

And lift you from the crowd 1 

Would you the race of glory run, 
EnoTW, ih^ devout, and they alone, 

Are equal to the task : 
The labors of th% illustrious course 
Far other than the unaided force 

Of human vigor ask. 
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To arm against reputed ill 

The patient heart too brave to feel 

The tortures of despair : 
Nor safer yet high-crested pride, 
When wealth flows in with every tide 

To gain admittance there. 

To rescue from the tyrant's sword 

The oppressed -, unseen and nnimplored, 

To cheer the face of woe ; 
From lawless insult to defend 
An orphan's right — a fkllen friend, 

And a forgiven foe ; 

These, these distinguish from the crowd, 
. And these alone, the great and good, 

The guardians of mankind ; 
Whose bosoms with these virtues heave, 
O with what matchless speed they leave 

The multitude behind f 

Then ask ye from what cause on earth 
Virtues like these derive their birth 1 

Derived from Heaven alone. 
Full on that favor'd breast they shine, 
Where faith and resignation join 

To call th^ blessing down. 

Such is that heart : — but while the muse 
Thy theme, O Richardson, pursues, 

Her feeble sjorits faint : 
She cannot reach, and would not wrong, 
The subject for an angel's song. 

The hero, and the saint t 
1753. 
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AN EPISTLE TO ROBERT LLOYD, ESO. 

'Tis not that I design to rob 

Thee of thy birthright, gentle Bob, 

For thou art bom sole heir and single 

Of dear Mat Prior's easy jingle ; 

Not that I mean, while thus I knit 

My threadbare sentiments together. 

To show my genius or my wit, 

When Ood and you know I have neither; 

Or such as might be better shown 

By letting poetry alone. 

'Tis not with either of these views 

That I presumed to address the muse : 

But to divert a fierce banditti, 

(Sworn foes to everything that's witty !) 

That, with a black, infe^al train, 

Make cruel inroads in my brain. 

And daily threaten to drive thence 

My Iktle garrison of sense ; 

The fierce banditti which I mean 

Are gloomy thoughts led on by spleen. 

Then there's another reason yet. 

Which is, that I may fairly quit 

The debt, which justly became due 

The moment when I heard from you ; 

And you might grumble, crony mine, 

If paid in any other coin ; 

Since twenty sheets of lead, God knows, 

(I would say twenty sheets of prose,) 

Can ne'er be deem'd worth half so much 

As one of gold, and yours was such. 

Thus, the preliminaries settled, 

I fairly find myself pitchkeUled,* 

* PUcbkettled, a ftivorite phrase at the time when this 
Bpistto was written, expreeeive or being puzzled, or what 
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And cannot see, though few ftee better, 
How I shall hammer out a letter. 

First, for a thought — since all agree — 
A thought — I have it — let me see — 
'lis gone again — plague on't ! I thought 
I had it— but I have it not. 
Dame Gurton thus, and Hodge her son, 
That useful thing, her needle, gone ! 
Rake well the cinders — sweep the floor, 
And sift the dust behind the door ; 
While eager ^odge beholds the prize 
In old grimalkin's glaring eyes : 
And Gammer finds it, on her knees, 
In every shining straw she sees. 
This simile were apt enough ; 
But I've another, critic-proof! 
The virtuoso thus, at noon. 
Broiling benef^th a July sun. 
The gilded butterfly pursues. 
O'er hedge and ditch, through gaps and 
And, after many a vain essay, 
To captivate the tempting prey. 
Gives hhn at length the lucky pat. 
And has him safe beneath his hat : 
Then lifts it gently from the ground ; 
But, ah) 'tis lost as soon as found ; 
Culprit his liberty regains, 
Flits out of sight, and mocks his pains. 
The sense was dark ; 'twas therefore fit 
With simile to illustrate it ; 
But AS too much obscures the sight. 
As often sB too little light, 
We have our«imiles cut short, 
For matters of more grave import. 

In the Spectator's time would have been called 
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That Matthew's numbers ran with ease, 
£ach man of common sense agrees ! 
All men of conmion sense allow 
That Robert's lines are e€isy too : 
Where then the preference shall we place, 
Or how do justice in this case 1 
Matthew (says Fame,) with endless paini 
Smooth'd and refined the meanest stnUns; 
Nor suffer'd one ill-chosen rhyme 
To escape him at tfie idlest time ; 
And thus o'er all a lustre cast, 
That while the language lives shall last 
A^ttt please your ladyship (quoth I,) 
For 'tU my business to reply ; 
Sure so much Ubor, ,o much toil, 
B«q^ at least a^tubborn soU : 
Theirs be the laurel-^^tj, decreed, 
Who both write well, and ^te fuU «ee4l 
Who throw their Hehcon ab(«^ *^ 
As freely as a conduit spout ! 
Friend Robert, thus Uke chien savant 
l^ts ^1 a poem en paaaant^ 

Nor needs his genuine ore refine 

Tia ready pqlish'd from the mine. 



A TALE, FOUNDED ON A FACT, 

WHICH HAPPENED IN JANUARY, 17^. 

Whsbe Humber pours his rich commercial stream 
There dwelt a wretch, who breathed but to blAi*. 

pheme ; 
In subterraneous caves his life he led, 
Black as the mine in which he wrought for bread. 
When on a day, emerging from the deep, 
A sabbath-daj, (such sabbaths thousands kcq»0 
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The wages of his weekly toil he bore 
To buy a cock—whose blood might win him more ; 
As if the noblest of the feather'd kind 
Were but for battle and for death designed ; 
As if the consecrated hours were meant 
For sport to minds on cruelty intent ; 
It chanced (such chances Providence obey) 
He met a fellow laborer on the way, 
Whose heart the same desires had once inflamed; 
But now the savage temper was reclaim'd, 
Persuasion on his lips had taken place ; 
For all plead well who plead the cause of grao«. 
Bis iron heart with scripture he assail'd, 
Woo'd him to hear a sermon, and prevaii'd. 
His faithful bow the mighfy preacher drew, 
Swift as the Ughtning-gHmp^ ^^e arrow flew. 
He wept ; he trembled : ^«^ ^ «y«» around, 
To find a worse tha- he ; but none he found. 
He felt his sins.-tn^ wonder'd he should feeL 
Grace mad«» *'^^ wound, and grace alone should 

jVow farewell oaths, and blasphemies, and Ues! 
He quits the sinner's for the martyr's prize. 
That holy day was wash'd with many a tear, 
Gilded with hope, yet shaded too by fear. 
The next, his swarthy brethren of the mine 
Leam'd, by his alter'd speech, the change divine ! 
Laugh'd when they should have wept, and swore 

the day 
Was nigh when he would swear as fast as they. 
" No," said the penitent, '' such words shall share 
This breath no more ; devoted now to prayer. 
O ! if thou seest (thine eye the future sees) 
That I shall yet again blaspheme like these ; 
Now strike me to the ground on which I kne^ 
Ere yet this heart lelapees into steel 
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Now take me to that heayen I once defied, 
Thy presence, thy embrace !" — He spoke, and 
died. 

TO THE REV. MR. NEWTON, ON HIS 
RETURN FROM RAMSGATE. 

That ocean you have late survey'd, 

Those rocks I too have seen ; 
But I, afflicted and dismay'd, 

Yon, tranquil and serene. 

, You from the fiood-controlling steep | 

Saw stretch'd before your view, | 

With conscious joy, the threatening deep, i 
No longer such to you. 

To me the waves, that ceaseless broke r 

Upon the dangerous coast, | 

Hoarsely and ominously spoke 
Of all my treasure lost. 

Your sea of troubles you have past, 

And found the peaceful shore ; ] 

I, tempestrtoss'd, and wreck'd at last, 
Come home to port no more. 
Oct, 1780. 

LOVE ABUSED. 

What is there in the vale of life 
Half so delightful as a wife. 
When friendship, love, and peace combine 
To stamp the marriage-bond divine 1 
The stream of pure and genuine love 
Derives its current from above ; 
And earth aeecond Eden shows' 
Where'er the healing water flows : 
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But ah, if fipom the dykes and drains 
Of sensual nature's feverish veins, 
Lust, like a lawless headstrong flood. 
Impregnated with ooie and mud, 
Descending fast on every side, 
Once mingles with the sacred tide, 
Farewell the soul-enlivening scene ! 
The banks that wore a smiling green 
With rank defilement overspread, 
Bewail their flowery beauties dead. 
The stream poUuted, dark, and dull, 
Difi'used into a Stygian pool. 
Through Ufe's last melancholy years 
Is fed with overflowing tears : 
Complaints supply the zephyr's part. 
And sighs that heave a breaking heart 

A POETICAL EPISTLE TO LADY 
AUSTEN. 
Dear Anna— between friend and friend 
Prose answers every common end • 
Serves, in a plain and homely way, 
To express the occurrence of the day ; 
Our health, the weather, and the news; 
What walks we take, what books we choose ; 
And all the floating thoughts we find 
Upon the surface of the mind. 

But when a poet takes the pen. 
Par more alive than other men, 
He feels a gentle tingling come 
Down to his finger and his thumb, 
Derived ficipm nature's noblest part, 
The centre of a glowing heart : 
And this is what the world, who knowi 
No flights above the pitch of prow, 
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His more lobliiiie vagaries sighting, 

Denominates an itch for writing. 

No wonder I, who scribble rhyme 

To catch the triflers of the time, 

And tell them truths divine and clear, 

Which, couch'd in prose they will not hear ; 

Who labor hard to allure and draw 

The loiterers I never saw, 

Should feel that itching and that tingling, 

With all my purpose intermingling, 

To your intrinsic merit true, 

When call'd to address myself to you. 

Mysterious are His ways whose power 
Brings forth that unexpected hour, 
When minds, that never met before. 
Shall meet, unite, and part no more : 
It is the allotment of the skies. 
The hand of the Supremely Wise, 
That guides and governs our affections, 
And plans and orders our connexions : 
Directs us in our distant road. 
And marks the bounds of our abode. 
Thus we were settled when you found us, 
Peasants and children all around us, 
Not dreaming of so dear a friend. 
Deep in the abyss of Silver End.* 
* Thus Martha, e'en against her will, 
Perch'd on the top of yonder hill ; 
And you, though you must needs prefer 
The fairer scenes of sweet Sancerre,t 
Are come firom distant Loire, to choose 
A cottage on the banks of Ouse. 



* An obflcore part of Olney, adjoining to the 
of Cowper, wtiicli faced the market-place, 
t Lady Austcn-s residence in France. 
5 
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This pfige of Providence quite new, 
And now just opening to our view, 
Employs our present thoughts and pains 
To guess and spell what it contains : 
But day by day, and year by year. 
Will make the dark enigma clear; 
And furnish us, perhaps, at last, 
Like other scenes already past, 
With proof, that we, and our affairs, 
Are part of a Jehovah's cares ; 
For Gtod unfolds by slow degrees 
The purport of his deep decrees ; 
Sheds every hour a clearer light 
In aid of our defective sight ; 
And spreads, at length, before the soul, 
A beautiful and perfect whole, 
Which busy man's inventive brain 
Toils to anticipate in vain. 

Say, Anna, had you never known 
The beauties of a rose full blown, 
Could you, though luminous your eye, 
By looking on the bud descry. 
Or guess with a prophetic power. 
The future splendor of the flower 1 
Just so the Omnipotent, who turns 
The system of a world's concerns, 
From mere minutis can educe 
Events of most important use ; 
And bid a dawning sky display 
The blaize of a meridian day. 
The works of man tend, one and all, 
As needs they must, from great to small; 
And vanity absorbs at length 
The monuments of human strength. 
Bat who can tell how vast the plan 
Which this day's incident beganl 
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Too small, perhaps, the slight occasion 
For our dim-sighted observation ; 
It passed unnoticed, as the bird 
TTiat cleaves the jrielding air unheard, 
And yet may prove, when understood, 
A harbinger of endless good. 

Not that I deem, or mean to call 
Friendship a blessing cheap or small : 
But merely to remark, that ours, 
Like some of nature's sweetest flowers, 
Rose fh>m a seed of tiny size 
That seem'd to promise no such prize; 
A transient visit intervening, 
And made almost without a meaning, 
(Hardly the effect of inclination, 
Much less of pleasing expectation,) 
Produced a friendship, then begun, 
That has cemented us in one ; 
And placed it in our power to prove, 
By long fidelity and love, 
That Solomon has wisely spoken ; 
" A threefold cord is not soon broken/' 
Dec^lTSl. 



THE COLUBRIAD. 

Close by the threshold of a door nail'd fhst 
Three kittens sat ; each kitten look'd aghast 
I, passing svirift and inattentive by, 
At the three kittens cast a careless eye ; 
Not much concem'd to know what they did there; 
Not deeming kittens worth a poet's care. 
But presently a loud and furious hiss 
Caused me to stop, and to exclaim, "What's 
thbr 
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When lo ! upon the threshold met my view, 
With head erect, and eyes of fiery hue, 
A viper, long as Count de Orasse's queue. 
Forth from his head his forked tongue he throws, 
Darting it full against a kitten's nose ; 
Who, having never seen, in field or house, 
The like, sat still and silent as a mouse ; 
Only projecting, with attention due, (joal*^ 
Her whisker'd face, she ask'd him, '*Who aro 
On to the haU went I, with pace not slow, 
But swift as lightning, for a long Dutch hoe : 
With which well arm'd I hasten'd to the qpot, 
To find the viper, but I found him not 
And, turning up the leaves apd shrubs around, 
Found only that he was not to be found. 
But still the kittens, sitting as before. 
Sat watching close the bottom of the door. 
" I hope," said I, " the villain I would kill 
Has sUpp'd between the door and the door-fu|l ; 
And if I make dispatch, and follow hard, 
No doubt but I shall find him in the yard :" 
For long eie now it should have been rehearsed, 
'Twas in the garden that I found him first 
E'en there I found him, there the full-grown cat, 
His head, with velvet paw, did gently pat ; 
As curious as the kittens erst had been 
To leam what this phenomenon might mean. 
Fill'd with heroic ardor at the ^ight, 
And fearing every moment he would bite, 
And rob our household of our only cat 
That was of age to combat with a rat ; 
With outstfetch'd hoe I slew him at the door. 
And taught him nbysb to come there no mobb. 
1782. 
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SONG. ON PEACE. 

Written in the sommer of 1783, at the request of Lady 
Austen, who gave the sentiment. 

Air— <« Jfy/Mtf Shepherds eflaU,^ 

No longer I follow a sound ; 
No longer a dream I pursue ; 

hapfMness ! not to be found, 
Unattainable treasure, adieu ! 

1 have sought thee in splendor and ,drei8| 
In the regions of pleasure and taste ; 

I have sought thee, and seem'd to posieM, 
But have proved thee a vision at last 

An luunble ambition and hope 
The voice of true wisdom inspires ; 

^Hs sufficient, if peace be the scope, 
And the summit of all our desires. 

Peace may be the lot of the mind 
That seeks it in meekness and love ; 

But rapture and- bliss are confined 
To the glorified spirits above. 



SONG. 

Also written at the request of Lady Austaa.* 

Am— «« The Late of PaUie's MmJ> 

Wren all within is peace, 

How nature seems to smile I 
Delights that never eeaie 

The tivelong day beguile. 
From mom to devtry eve 

With open hand she show«fs 
Fresh blessings, to deceive 

And soothe the silent houii. 
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It is content of heart 

Gives Nature power to please ; 
The mind that feels no smart 

Enlivens all it sees ; 
Can make a wintry sky 

Seem bright as smiling May, 
And evening's closing eye 

As peep of early day. 

The vast majestic globe, 

So beauteously array'd 
In Nature's various robe, 

With wondrous skill displayed, 
Is to a mourner's heart 

A dreary wild at best ; 
It flutters to depart, ^ 

And longs to be at rest 



VERSES 

SBLKCTBD FROM AN OCCASIONAL POEM ENTITLID 

"VALEDICTION." 

Ob Friendship ! cordial of the human breast I 
So little felt, so fervently profess'd ! 
Thy blossoms deck our unsuspecting yean ; 
The promise of delicious fruit appears : 
We hug the hopes of constancy and truth, 
Sttch is the folly of our dreaming youth ; 
But soon, alas ! detect the rash mistake 
That sanguine inexperience loves to make ; 
And view with tears the expected harvest lost, 
Decay'd by time, or wither'd by a fh)st. 
Whoever undertakes a fHend's great part 
Should be renew'd in nature, pure in heart, 
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Prepared for martyrdom, and strong to prove 
A thousand ways the force of genuine love. 
He may be call'd to give up health and gain, 
To exchange content for trouble, ease for pain, 
To echo sigh for sigh, and groan for groan, 
And wet his cheeks with sorrows not his own. 
The heart of man. for such a task too frail, 
When most relied on is most sure to fail ; 
And, summoned to partake its fellow's woe, 
Starts from its office like a broken bow. 

Votaries of business and of pleasure prove 
Faithless alike in friendship and in love. 
Retired from all the circles of the gay, 
And all the crowds that bustle life away, 
To scenes where competition, envy, strife, 
Beget no thunder-clouds to trouble life. 
Let me, the charge of some good angel, -find 
One who has known, and has escaped mankind ; 
Polite, yet virtuous, who has brought away 
The manners, not the morals, of the day : 
With Wm, pethaps with her (for men have known 
No firmer fHcndships than the fair have shown,) 
Let me enjoy, in some unthought-of spot. 
All former friends forgiven and forgot, 
Down to the close of life's fast fading scene, 
Union of hearts without a flaw between. 
'Tis grace, 'tis bounty, and it calls for praise. 
If Gkxi give health, that sunshine of our days ! 
And if he add a blessing shared by few. 
Content of heart, more praises still are due — 
But if he grant a fHend, that boon poesess'd 
Indeed is treasure, and crowns all Uie rest ; 
And giving one, whose heart is in the skies. 
Bom firom above and made divinely vnse, 
He gives, what bankrupt nature never can, 
Whoie noblest coin is light and bnttle man. 
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Gold, purer far than Ophir ever knew, 
A loal, an image of himself, and therefore tnn. 
Not., J783. 



EPITAPH ON DR. JOHNSON. 
Here Johnson lies — a sage hj all allow'd, 
Whom to have bred may well make England 

proud, 
Whose prose was eloquence, by wisdom taught, 
The graceful vehicle of virtuous thought; « 
Whose verse may claim— grave, masculine, and 

strong — 
Superior praise to the mere poet's song; 
Who many a noble gift from heaven possessed, 
And faith at last, alone worth all the rest 
O man, immortal by a double prize, 
By fame on «arth— by glory in the skies i 
Jan., 1785. 

TO MISS C , ON HER BIRTHDAT. 

How many between east and west 

Disgrace their parent earth, 
Whose deeds constrain us to detest 

The day that gave them birth ! 
Not so when Stella's natal mom 

Revolving months restore, 
We can rejoice that she was bom. 

And wish her born once more ! 
1788. 

GRATITUDE. 

ADDRESSED TO LADT HESKETH. 

This cap, that so stately appears, 
With ribbon-bound tassel on high, 
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Which seems by the crest that it rears 

Ambitious of brushing the sky : 
This cap to my cousin I owe, 

She gave it, and gave me beside, 
Wrcath'd into an elegant bow, 

The ribbon with which it is tied. 

This wheel- footed studying chair. 

Contrived both for toil and repose, 
Wide-elbow'd, and wadded with hair, 

In which I both scribble and dose, 
Bright-studded to dazzle the eyes, 

And rival in lustre of that 
In which, or astronomylies, 

Pair Cassiopeia sat ^ 

These carpets so soft to the foot, 

Caledonia's traffic and pride I 
Oh spare them, ye knights of the boot, 

Escaped from a cross-country ride I 
This table, and mirror within, 

Secure from collision and dust, 
At which I oft shave cheek and chin 

And periwig nicely adjust : • 

This moveable structure of shelves, 

For its beauty admired and its use, 
And charged with octavos and twelves, 

The gayest I had to produce ; 
Where, flaming in scarlet and gold, 

My poems enchanted I view, 
And hope in due time to behold 

My Iliad and Odyssey too : 

This china, that decks the alcove, 
Which here people call a buffet, 
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But what the gods call it above 
Has ne'er been reveal'd to us yet : 

These curtains that keep the room wann 
Or cool, as the season demands, 

Those stoves that for pattern and form 
Seem the labor of Mulciber's hands : 

All these are not half that I owe 

To one, from our earfiest youth, 
To me ever ready to show 

Benignity, friendship, and truth ; 
For time, the destroyer declared 

And foe of our perishing kind, 
If even her face h^as spared, 

Much less could he alter her mind. 

Thus compass'd about with the goods 

And chattels of leisure and ease, 
I indulge my poetical moods 

In many such fancies as these ; 
And fancies I fear they will seem — 

Poets' goods are not often so fine ; 
The poets will swear that I dream 

When I sing of the splendor of mine. 
1788. 



LINES COMPOSED FOR A MEMORIAL 
OF ASHLEY COWPER, ESCt, 

IMMEDIATELY AFTER HIS DEATH, BY HIS 
NEPHEW YPILLIAM OP WESTON. 

Farewell ! endued with all that could engage 
All hearts to love thee, both in youth and age I 
In prime of life, for sprightliness enroU'd 
Among the gay, yet virtuous as the old ; 
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In life's last stage, (O blessings rarely found !) 
Pleasant as youth with all its blossoms crown'd; 
Through every period of this changeful state 
Unchanged thyself— wise, good, affectionate ! 

Marble may flatter, and lest this should seem 
Overcharged with praises on so dear a theme. 
Although thy worth be more than half supprest, 
Love shall be satisfied, and veil the rest. 
June, 1788. 



ON THE QUEEN'S VISIT TO LONDON. 

THE NIGHT OP THE SEVENTEENTH OP MARCH,1789. 

When, long sequestered from his throne, 

Qeorge took his seat again, 
By right of worth, not blood alone, 

Entitled here to reign, 

Then loyalty, with all his lamps 

New trimm'd, a gallant show ! 
Chasing the darkness and the damps, 

Set London in a glow. 

'Twas hard to tell, of streets or squares 
Which form'd the chief display, 

These most resembling cluster'd stars, 
Those the long milky way. 

Bright shone the roofs, the domes, the spires, 

And rockets flew, self^riven, 
To hang their momentary fires 

Amid the vault of heaven. 

So, fire with water to compare, 

The ocean serves, on high 
Up-spouted by a whale in air, 

To express unwieldy joy. 
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Had all the pageants of the world 

In one procession join'd, 
And all the bcumers been unfurl'd 

That heralds e'er design^, 

For no such sight had England's queen 

Forsaken her retreat, 
Where George, recover'd, made a scene 

Sweet always, donbly sweet 

Yet glad she came that night to prove, 

A witness nndescried, 
hSw much the object of her love 

Was loved by all beside. 

Darkness the skies had mantled o'er 

In aid of her design — 
Darkness, O Q,aeen ! ne'er call'd before 

To veil a deed of thine I 

On borrow'd wheels away she flies, 

Resolved to be unknown. 
And gratify no curious eyes 

That night except her own. 

Arrived, a night like noon she sees. 
And hears the million hum ; 

As all by instinct, like the bees. 
Had known their sovereign come. 

Pleased she beheld, aloft portray 'd 

On many a splendid wall, 
Emblems of health and heavenly aid, 

And Gteorge the theme of all. 

Unlike the enigmatic line, 

So difficult to spell, 
Which shook Belshazzar at his wme 

The night hb city fell. 
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Soon wateiy grew her eyes and dim, 

But with a joyful tear, 
None else, except in prayer for him, 

George ever drew from her. 

It was a scene in every part 

Like those in fable feign'd, 
And seem'd by some magician's art 

Created and sustain'd. 

But other magic there, she knew, 

Had been exerted none, 
To raise such wonders in her view, 

Save love of George alone. 

That cordial thought her spirit cheer'd, 
And, through the cumbrous throng, 

Not else unworthy to be fear'd, 
Convey'd her calm along. 

So, ancient poets say, serene 

The sea-maid rides the waves, 
And fearless of the billowy scene 

Her peaceful bosom laves. 

With more than astronomic eyes 

She view'd the sparkling show ; 
One Georgian star adorns the skies, 

She myriads found below. 

Yet let the glories of a night 

Like that, once seen, suffice, 
Heaven grant us no such fUture sight, 

Such previous woe the price t 
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THE COCK-FIGHTER'S GARLAND.* 

Muse — hide his name of whom I sing, 
Lest his surviving house thou bring 

For his sake into scorn, 
Nor speak the school from which he drew 
The much or little that he knew, 

Nor i^ace where he was bom. 

That such a man once was, may seem 
Worthy of record (if the theme ■ 

Perchance may credit win) 
For proof to man, what man may prove, 
If grace depart, and demons move 

The source of guilt within. 

This man (for since the howling wild 
Disclaims him, man he must be styled) 
Wanted no good below, 

* Written on reading the following in the obitoary of 
the Gentleman's Magazine for April, 1789^-** At Totten* 
ham, John Ardeaoif, Esq., a yonng man of large fortune, 
and in the splendor of bis carriages and horses rivalled 
by few country gentlemen. His table was that of hospi- 
tality, where, it may be said, he sacrificed too much to 
conviviality; but, if he had his foibles be bad his merits 
also, that fiur outweighed them. Mr. A, was very fond of 
eock-4ghting, and had « favorite cock, upon which he 
had won many profitable matches. The last bet he laid 
upon this cock he lost ; which so enraged him, that he 
had the bird tied to a spit and roasted alive before a large 
ftre. The screams of the miserable animal were so aflbct* 
ing, that some gentlemen who were present attempted to 
hiterfere, which so enraged Mr. A., that he seized a 
poker, and with the most Airious vehemence declared, 
that he would kill the first man who interposed ; but, in 
the midst of his passionate asseverations, he fell down 
dead upon the spot Such, we are assured, were the cir- 
cumstances which attended the death of this great pillar 
of humanity." 
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Gentle he was, if gentle birth 
Coalil make him such, and he had wozth, 
If wealth can worth bestow. 

In social talk and ready jest, 
He shone superior at the feast, 

And quaUties of mind, 
Illustrious in the eyes of those 
Whose gay society he chose, 

Possess'd of every kind. 

Methinks I see him powder'd red. 
With bushy locks his well-dress'd head 

Wing'd broad on either side, 
The mossy rosebud not so sweet ; 
Wb steeds superb, his carriage neat, 

As luxury could provide. ' 

Can such be crael 1 Such can be 
Cruel as hell, and so was he; 

A tyrant entertain'd 
^^^th barbarous sports, whose fell delight 
Was to encourage mortal fight 

*Twixt birds to battle trained. , 

One feather'd champion he possess'd, 
His darling far beyond the rest. 

Which never knew disgrace. 
Nor e'er had fought but he made flow 
The Ufe-blood of his fiercest foe. 

The Cssar of his race. 

It chanced at last, when on a day. 
He push'd him to the desperate firay, 

His courage droop'd, he fled. 
The master storm'd, the prize was loft. 
And, instant, frantic at the cost. 

He doom'd his favorite dead. 
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He seized him fast, and from the pit 
Flew to the kitchen, snatch'd the spit * 

And, Bring me cord, he cried ; 
The cord wcui brought, and, at hia word, 
To that dire implement the bird. 

Alive and struggling, tied. 

The horrid sequel asks a veil ; 
And all the terrors of the tale 

That can be shall be sunk — 
Led by the sufferer's screams aright 
His shock'd companions view the sight, 

And him with fury drunk. 

All, suppliant, beg a milder fate 
For the old warrior at the grate : 

He, deaf to pity's call, 
Whirl'd round him rapid as a wheel 
"BiB culinary club of steel 

Death menacing on all. 

But vengeance hung not far remote. 

For whi^e he stretch'd his clamorous throat, 

And heaven and earth defied, 
Big with a curse too closely pent. 
That struggled vainly for a vent, 

He totter'd, reel'd, and died. 

'TIS not for us, with rash surmise, 
To point the judgment of the skies ; 

But judgments plain as this, 
That, sent for man's instruction, bring 
A written label on their wing, 

'Tis hard to read amiss. 
May, 17881 
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TO WARREN HASTINGS, ESO. 

BT AX OLD SCHOOLFELLOW OP HIS AT WEST- 
MINSTER. 

Hastings I I knew thee young, and of a mind, 
While young, humane, conversable, and kind, 
Nor can I well believe thee, gentle then. 
Now grown a villain, and the worst of men. 
But rather some suspect, who have oppressed 
And worried thee, as not themselves the best 



TO MRS. THROCKMORTON, 

ON HER BEAUTIFUL TRANSCRIPT OF HOBACE'S 0DB| 
" AD LIBRUM SUUM." 

Maria, could Horace have guess'd 

What honor awaited his ode 
To his own little volume address'd. 

The honor which you have bestow'd ; 
Who have traced it in characters here. 

So elegant, even, and neat, 
He had laugh'd at the critical sneer 

Which he seems to have trembled to meet 

And sneer, if you please, he had said, 

A nymph shall hereafter arise, 
Who shall give me, when you are all dead, 

The glory your malice denies ; 
Shall dignity give to Ay lay, 

Although but a mere bagatelle ; 
And even a poet shall say. 

Nothing ever was written so welL 

6 
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TO THE DfMORTAL MEMORY OP THE 
HALIBUT, 

ON WHICH I DINED THIS DAY, MONDAY, APRIL 96, 
1784. 

Where hast thou floated, in what seas pursued 
Thy pastime 1 when wast thou an egg new 

spawn'd. 
Lost in the immensity of ocean's waste 7 
Roar as they might, the overbearing winds 
That rock'd the deep, thy cradle, thou wast 

safe— 
And in thy minikin and embryo state, 
Attached to the firm leaf of some salt weed. 
Didst outlive tempests, such as wrung and rack'd 
The joints of many a stout and gallant bark. 
And whelm'd them in the unexplored abyss. 
Indebted to no magnet and no chturt. 
Nor under guidance of the polar fire, 
Thou wast a voyager on many coasts. 
Grazing at large in meadows submarine, 
Where flat Batavia, just emerging, peeps 
Above the brine — where Caledonia's rocks 
Beat back the surge — and where Hibemia shoots 
Her wondrous causeway far into the main. 
— Wherever thou hast fed, thou little thought'st, 
And I not mwe, that I should feed on thee. 
Peace, therefore, and good health, and much 

good fish. 
To him who sent thee ! and success, as oft 
As it descends into the billowy gulf, [well I 

To the same drag that caught thee ! — Fare thee 
Thy lot thy brethren of the slimy fin 
Would envy, could they know that thou wart 

doom'd 
To feed a baid, and to be praised in vene. 
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INSCRIPTION FOR A STONE, 

ERECTED AT THE SOWING OF A GROYE OF OAKS 
*AT CBILLINOTON, THE SEAT OF T. GIFFARD, 
ESO., 1790. 

Other stones the era tell 
When some feeble mortal fell j 
I stand here to date the birth 
Of these hardy sons of earth. 

Which shall longest brave the sky, 
Storm and frost — these oaks or 1 1 
Tass an age or two away, 
I must moulder and decay, 
But the- years that crumble me 
Shall invigorate the tree. 
Spread its branch, dilate its size, 
Lift its summit to the skies. 

Cherish honor, virtue, truth. 
So shalt thou prolong thy youth. 
Wanting these, however fast 
Man be fix'd and form'd to last. 
He is lifeless even now, 
Stone at heart, and cannot grow. 
June, 1790. 



ANOTHER, 

FOR A STONE ERECTED ON A SIMILAR OCCASION 
AT THE SAME PLACE IN THE FOLLOWING TEAS. 

Reader ! behold a monument 

That asks no sigh or tear, 
Though it perpetuate the event 

Of a great burial here. 
Jona, 1790. Anno 179L 
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TO MRS. KING, 

ON HER KIND PRESENT TO THE AUTHOR, A PATCH- 
WORK COUNTERPANE OP HER OWN MAKING. • 

The bard, if e'er he feel at all, 
Must sure be quicken'd by a call 

Both on his heart and head, 
To pay with tuneful thanks the care 
And Idndness of a lady £ur. 

Who deigns to deck his bed. 

A bed like tlus, in ancient time, 
On Ida's barren top sublime, 

(As Homer's epic shows) 
Composed of sweetest vernal flowers. 
Without the aid of sun or showers, 

For Jove and Juno rose. 

Less beautiful, however gay. 

Is that which in the scorching day, 

Receives the weary swain, 
Who, laying his long scythe aside. 
Sleeps on some bank with daisies pied. 

Till roused to toil again. 

What labors of the loom I see ! 

Looms numberless have groan'd for me ! 

Should every maiden come 
To scramble for the patch that bears 
The impress of the robe she wears, 

The bell would toll for some. 

And oh, what havoc would ensue ! 
This bright display of every hue 

All in a moment fled ! 
As if a storm should strip the bowers 
Of all their tendrib, leaves, and flowers — 

Each pocketing a shred. 
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Thanka then to every gentle fair 
Who will not come to peck me bare 

As bird of borrow'd feather, 
And thanks to one above them all, 
The gentle fair of Pertenhall, 

Who put the whole together. 
August, 1790. 



IN MEMORir OF 

THE LATE JOHN THORNTON, ESQ. 
Poets attempt the noblest task they can, 
Praising the author of aU good in man, ' 
And, next, commemorating worthies lost, 
•Rie dead in whom that good abounded most. 

Thee, therefore, of commercial fame, but more 
Famed for thy probity from shore to shore, 
Thee, Thornton ! worthy in some page to shine, 
As honest and more eloquent than mine, 
I mourn ; or, since thrice happy thou must be, 
The world, no longer tlJy abode, not thee. 
Thee to deplore were grief misspent indeed ; 
It were to weep that goodness has its meed, 
That there is bliss prepared in yonder sky. 
And gloiy for the virjuous when they die. 

What pleasure can the miser's fondled hoaid 
Or spendthrift's prodigal excess afford, 
Sweet as the privilege of healing woe 
By virtue suffer'd combating below 1 [means 
That privilege was thine; Heaven gave thee 
To iUumine with delight the saddest scenes, 
TiU thy appearance chased the gloom, forlorn 
As midnight, and despairing of a mom. 
Thou hadst an mdustry in domg good, 
RMtlen as his who toils and sweats for food; 
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Avarice in thee was the desire of wealth 

By rust unperishable or by stealth, 

And if the genuine worth of gold depend 

On application to its noblest end, 

Thine had a yalue in the scales of Heayen 

Surpassing all that mine (a mint had giyen. 

And, though Gk>d made thee of a nature pione 

To distribution boundless of thy own, 

And still by motives of religious force 

Impell'd thee more to that heroic course, 

Vet was thy liberality discreet, 

Nice in its choice, and of a tempered heat; 

And, though in act unwearied, secret still, 

As in some solitude the summer rill 

RefVeshes where it winds, the faded green, [seen. 

And cheers the drooping flowers, unheard, un- 

Such was thy charity : no sudden start, 
After long sleep of passion in the heart, 
But stedfast principle, and, in ito kind, 
Of close relation to the Eternal Mind, 
Traced easily to its true source above. 
To him whose works bespeak his nature, love. 

Thy bounties all were Christian, and I make 
This record of thee for the GrospeFs s<ike; 
That the incredulous themselves may see 
Its use and power exemplified in thee. ' 

Nov., 1790. 



THE FOUR AGES. 

(▲ BRIEF FRAGMENT OF AN EXTENSIVE PROJKCTBD 
POEM.) 

" I COULD be well content, allowed the use 
Of past experience, and the wisdom glean'd 
From worn-out follies, now acknowledged such, 
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To recoDunence life's trial, in the hope 
Of fewer errors, on a second proof!" 

Thus, while grey evening luU'd the wind, and 
. caU'd 
Fresh odors from the shrubbery at my dde, 
Taking my lonely winding walk, I mused, 
And held accustom'd conference with my heart; 
When from within it-thus a voice replied : 

'' Conldst thou in truth 1 and art thou taught 
at length 
This wisdom, and but this, from all the past % 
Is not the pardon of thy long arrear, 
Time wasted, violated laws, abuse 
Of talents, judgment, mercies, better far 
Than opportunity vouchsafed to err 
With less excuse, and, haply, worse effect 1" 

I heard, and acquiesced : then to and fio 
Oft pacing, as the mariner his deck, 
My gravelly bounds, from self to human kind 
I pass'd, and next considered — what is man. 

Knows he his origin ? can he ascend 
By reminiscence to his earliest date 1 
Slept he in Adam ? And in those firom him 
Through numerous generations, till he found 
At length his destined moment to be bom 1 
Or was he not, till fashion'd in the womb 1 
Deep mysteries both! which schoohnen must 

have toil'd 
To unriddle, and have left them mysteries stilL 

It is an evil incident to man, 
And of the worst, that unexplored he leaves 
Truths usefhl and attainable with ease 
To search forbidden deeps, where mystery lies 
Not to be solved, and useless if it might 
Mysteries are food for angels; they digest 
With ease, and find them nutriment; but man. 
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While yet he dwells below, must stoop to glean 
"Hia manna ftom the ground, or stanre and die. 

May, 1791. 



THE RETIRED CAT.* 

A poet's cat, sedate and grave, 

As poet well could wish to have, 

Was much addicted to inquire 

For nooks to which she might retire, 

And where, secure as mouse in chink. 

She might repose, or sit and think. 

I know not where she caught the trick — 

Nature perhaps herself had cast her 
In such a mould philosophique. 

Or else she learn'd it of her master. 
Sometimes ascending, debonair. 
An apple tree, or lofty pear, 
Lodged with convenience in the fork, 
She watch'd the gardener at his work ; 
Sometimes her ease and solace sought 
In an old empty watering pot : 

* Ck>wper*8 partiality to animals ia well known. Lady 
Hesketh, in one of her letters, states, " that he had, at odb 
time, five rabbits, three hares, two guinea-pigs, a mag- 
pie, a jay, and a starling ; besides two goldfinches, two 
canary birds, and two dogs. It is amazing howthe three 
harae can find room to gambol and frolic (as they cer- 
tainly do) in his small parlor '^ and she adds, **! forgot 
to enumerate a squirrel, wliich he had at the same time, 
and which used to play with one of the hares oontinuaUy. 
One evening, the cat giving one of the hares a sound box 
on the «u*, the hare ran after her, and, havii^ caught 
her, punished her by drumming on her back with her 
two feet as hard as drum-aticks, till the creature would 
have actually been killed, had not Mrs. Unwin i 
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There, wanting nothing save a fan, 
To seem some nymph in her sedan 
Apparell'd in exactest sort, 
And ready to be borne to court. 

But love of change, it seems, has place 
Not only in our wiser race ; 
Cats also feel, as well as we, 
That passion's force, and so did she. 
Her clhnbmg, she began to find, 
Exposed her too much to the wind, 
And the old utensil of tin 
Was cold and comfortless within : 
She therefore wisB'd instead of those 
Some place of more serene Tepose, 
Where neither cold might come, nor air 
Too rudely wanton with her hair, 
And sought it in the likeliest mode 
Within her master^s snug abode. 

A drawer, it chanced, at bottom lined 
With linen of the softest kind, 
With such as merchants introduce 
Prom India, for the ladies' use, 
A drawer impending o'er the rest, 
Half open in the topmost chest, 
Of depth enough, and none to spare, 
Invited her to slumber there ; 
Puss with delight beyond expression, 
Survey'd the scene and took possession. 
Recumbent at her ease, ere long, 
And lull'd by her own humdrum song, 
She left the cares of life behind, 

And slept as she would sleep her last, 
When in came, housewifely inclined, 

The chambermaid, and shut it fast ; 
By no malignity impell'd. 
But all unconscious whom it held. 
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Awaken'd by the aliock (cried Pass) 
« Was ever cat attended thus 1 
The open drawer was left, I see, 
Merely to prove a nest for me^ 
For soon as I was well composed, 
Then came the maid, and it was closed. 
How smooth these 'kerchiefs, and how sweet! 

what a delicate retreat ! 

1 will resign myself to rest 
Till Sol, declining in the west, 
Shall call to supper, when, no doubt, 
Susan will come and let me out." 

The evening came, the tun descended, 
And Puss remain'd still unattended. 
The night roll'd tardily away, 
(With her indeed 'twas never day,) 
The sprightly mom her course renew'd. 
The evening grey again ensued, 
And puss came into mind no more 
Than if entomb'd the day before. 
With hunger pinch'd, and pinch'd for room, 
She now presaged approaching doom. 
Nor slept a wink or purr'd. 
Conscious of jeopardy incurr'd. 

That night, by chance, the poet watching, 
Heard an inexplicable scratching ; 
His noble heart went pit-a-pat, 
And to himself he said—" What's that 1" 
He drew the curtain at his side. 
And forth he peep'd, but nothing spied. 
Yet, by his ear directed, guess'd 
Something imprison'd in the chest, 
And doubtful what, with prudent ceure 
Resolved it should continue there. 
At length a voice which well he knew, 
A long and melancholy mew. 
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Saluting his poetic ears, 

Consoled him and dispell'd hiB fears : 

He left his bed, he trod the floor, 

He 'gan in haste the drawers explore, 

The lowest first, and without stop 

The rest in order to the top. 

For 'tis a truth well known to most. 

That whatsoever thing is lost. 

We seek it, ere it come to light. 

In every cranny but the right. 

Forth skipped the cat, not now replete 

As erst, with airy self-conceit. 

Nor in her own fond apprehension 

A theme for all the world's attention, 

But modest, sober, cured of all 

Her notions hyperbolical, 

And wishing for a place of rest 

Anything rather than a chest. 

Then stepp'd the poet into bed 

With this reflection in his head : 

MORAL. 

Beware of too sublime a sense 
Of your own worth and consequence : 
The man who dreams himself so great, 
And his importance of such weight. 
That all around, in all that's done, 
Must move and act for him alone, 
Will learn in school of tribulation 
The folly of his expectation. 
1791. 

THE JUDGMENT OP THE POETS. 

rwo nymphs, both nearly of an age, 
Of numerous charms possess'd. 
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A warm dispate once chanced to wage, 
Whose temper waa the best 

The worth of each had been complete 

Had both alike been mild : 
But one, although her smile was sweet, 

Frown'd oftener than she smiled. 

And in her humor, when she firown'd, 
Would raise her Toice and roar, 

And shake with fury to the ground 
The garland that she wore. 

The other was of gentler cast, 

From all such frenzy clear, 
Her fh>wns were seldom known to last, 

And never proved severe. 

To poets of renown in song 
The nymphs referred the cause, 

Who, strange to tell, all judg'd it wrong, 
And gave misplaced applause. 

They gentle call'd, and kind and soft. 

The flippant and the scold, 
And though she changed her mood so oft, 

That failing left untold. 

No judges, sure, were e'er so mad, 

Or so resolved to err — 
In short, the charms her sister had 

They lavish'd all on her. 

Then thus the god, whom fondly they 

Their great inspirer call, 
Was heard, one genial summer's day. 

To reprimand them alL 

" Since thus ye have combined," he said, 
" My favorite nymph to slight, 



MISCELLANEOUS. 93 

Adorning May, that peeTish maid, 
With Jane's undoubted right, 

" The minx shedl for your folly's sake, 

Still prove herself a shrew. 
Shall make your scribbling fingers ache, 
And pinch your noses blue." 
May, 1791. 

VARDLEY OAK.* 

SxTRYiYOR sole, and hardly such, of all 
That once lived here, thy brethren, at my birth, 
(Since which I number threescore winters past,) 
A shatter'd veteran, hoUow-trunk'd perhaps, 
As now, and with excoriate forks deform, 
Relics of ages ! could a mind, imbued 
With truth f^om heaven, created things adore, 
I might with reverence' kneel, and worship thee. 

It seems idolatry with some excuse. 
When our forefather Druids in their oaks 
Imagined sanctity. The conscience, yet 
Unpurified by an authentic act 
Of amnesty, the meed of blood divine, 
Loved not the light, but, gloomy, into gloom 
Of thickest shades, like Adam after taste 
Of fruit proscribed, as to a refuge, fled. 

Thou wast a bauble once, a cup and ball [jay, 
Wliich babes might play with j and the thievish 
Seeking her food, with ease might have purloin'd 

* TbiB tree had been known by the name of Judith for 
many ages. Perhaps it received that name on being 
planted by the Countess Judith, niece to the Ck>nqueror^ 
whom he gave in marriage to the English Earl Waltheoi; 
with the ooimttM of Northampton and Huntingdon as 
her dower.— Fide I^etters, p. 301. 
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The aubam nut that held thee, swallowmg 

down 
Thy yet cloie-folded latitude of boughs 
And all thine embryo vastness at a gulp. 
But fate thy growth decreed ; autumnal rains 
Beneath thy parent tree mellow'd the soil 
Design'd thy cradle ; and a skipping deer, 
With pointed hoof dibbling the glebe, prepared 
The soft receptacle, in which, secure. 
Thy rudiments should sleep the winter throng. 

So fancy dreams. Disprove it, if ye can, 
Ye reasoners broad awake, whose busy search 
Of argument, employ'd too ofl amiss. 
Sifts half the pleasures of short life away ! 

Thou fell'st mature ; and, in the loamy clod 
Swelling with vegetative force instinct, 
Didst burst thine egg, as theirs the fabled twins, 
Now stars ; two lobes, protruding, pair'd exact ; 
A leaf succeeded, and another leaf, 
And, all the elements thy puny growth 
Fostering propitious, thou becamest a twig. 

Who lived when thou wast such. Oh, could'st 
thou speak. 
As in Dodona once thy kindred trees 
Oracular, I would not curious ask 
The future, best unknown, but at thy mouth 
Inquisitive, the less ambiguous past 

By thee I might correct, erroneous oft, 
The clock of history, facts and events 
Timing more punctual, unrecorded facts 
Recovering, and misstated setting right — 
Desperate attempt, till trees shall speak again ! 

Time made thee what thou wast, king of the 
woods; 
And tune hath made thee what thou art — a cave 
For owls to roost in. Once thy spreading boughs 
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Overhung the champaign; and the numerous 

flocks 
That grazed it stood beneath that ample cope 
Uncrowded, yet safe shelter'd from the storm. 
No flock frequents thee now. Thou hast outlived 
Thy popularity, and art become 
(Unless verse rescue thee awhile) a thing 
Forgotten, as the foliage of thy youth, [push'd 

While thus through all the stages thou hast 
Of treeship — first, a seedling, hid in grass ; 
Then twig ; then sapling ; and, as century rolled 
Slow after century, a giant bulk 
Of girth enormous, with moss-cushion'd root, 
Upheaved above the soil, and sides emboss'd 
With prominent wens globose — till at the last 
The rottenness, which time is charged to inflict 
On other mighty ones, found also thee. 

What exhibitions various hath the world 
Witness'd of mutability in all 
That we account most durable below ! 
Change is the diet on which all subsist. 
Created changeable, and change at last, 
Destroys them. Skies uncertain now the heat 
Transmitting cloudless, and the solar beam 
Now quenching in a boundless sea of clouds — 
Calm and alternate storm, moisture, and drought, 
Invigorate by turns the springs of life 
In all that live, plant, animal, and man, 
And in conclusion mar them. Nature's threads, 
Fine passing thought, e'en in their coarsest works, 
Delight in agitation, yet sustain 
The force that agitates not unimpair'd ; 
But worn by frequent impulse to the cause 
Of their best tone their dissolution owe. 

Thought cannot spend itself, comparing stiU 
The great and little of thy lot, thy growth 



98 cowper's poems. ' 

From almost nullity into a state 
Of matchless grandeur, and declension thence, 
Slow, into such magnificent decay. 
Time was when, settling on thy leaf, a fly 
Could shake thee to the root — and time has been 
When tempests could not. At thy firmest age 
Thou hadst within thy bole solid contents [deck 
That might have ribb'd the sides and plank'd the 
Of some flagg'd admiral ; and tortuous arms, 
The shipwright's darling treasure, didst present 
To the four-quarter'd winds, robust and bold, 
Warp'd into tough knee-timber, many a load !• 
But the axe spared thee. In those thriftier 

days 
Oaks fell not, hewn by thousands, to supply 
The bottomless demands of contest waged 
For senatorial honors. Thus tp time 
The task was left to whittle thee away 
With his sly scythe, whose ever-nibbhng edge, 
Noiseless, an atom, and an atom more, 
Disjoining from the rest, has, unobserved, 
Achieved a labor which had, far and wide. 
By man perform'd, made all the forest ring. 
Embowell'd now, and of thy ancient self 
Possessing nought but the scooped rind, that 

seems 
A huge throat calling to the clouds for drink, 
Which it would give in rivulets to thy root. 
Thou temptest none, but rather much forbidd'st 
The feller's toil, which thou couldst ill requite. 
Yet is thy root sincere, sound as the rock, 
A quarry of stout spurs and knotted fangs, 

* Knee-timber is found in the crooked arms of oakt 
which, by reason of their distortion, are easily adjusted 
to the angle formed where the deck and the ship's sides 
meet. 
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Which, crook'd into a thousand whimsies, clasp 
The stubhom soil, and hold thee still erect 

So stands a kingdom, whose foundation yet 
Fails not, in Tiitae and in wisdom laid, 
Though all the snpeistracture by the tooth 
Pulverized of venality, a shell 
Stands now, and semblance only of itself! 

Thine anns have left thee. Winds have Tent 
them off 
Long since, and rovers of the forest wild 
With bow and shaft have burnt them. Some 

have left 
A splinter'd stump bleach'd to a snowy white ; 
And some memorial none where once they grew. 
Yet life still lingers in thee, and puts forth 
Proof not contemptible of what she can. 
Even where death predominates. The spring 
Finds thee not less alive to her sweet force 
Than yonder upstarts of the neighboring wood. 
So much thy juniors, who their birth received 
Half a millennium since the date of thine. 

But fflnce, although well qualified by age 
To teach, no spirit dwells in thee, nor voice 
May be expected from thee, seated here 
On thy distorted root, with hearers none. 
Or pnmipter, save the scene, I will perform 
Myself the oracle, and will discourse 
In my own ear such matt^ as I may. 

One man alone, the fkther of us all, 
Drew not his life from woman ; never gaxed, 
With mute unconsciousness of what he saw. 
On all around him ; learn'd not by degrees. 
Nor owed articulation to his ear; 
But, moulded by his Maker into man 
At once, upstood intelligent, surveyed 
AU creatures, with precision understood 
7 
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Th«ir poiport} ubm, piopertieai «Mig&'d 

to each hie name rfgnificwiU) and fiU'd 

M^h loTO and wisdom, rendor'd baek to Heaven 

In praise hannonioos tint fiist aii he ^bww. 

He was excused the penalties of dnU 

Wnarity. No tator oharged his hand 

With the thought-tvaoing qmJiXt or task'd hk mind 

With problems. History, not wanted yet» 

Lean'd on her elbow, watching time, whose 

conrsei 
Brentftil, should si^p^ her with a thesM ..• • 
mi. 



TO THE NIQHTINaALB, 
wmoB rttc AOtttdH hbaad iiiM on M&W tr«iA't 

Whbngi is it that, amaied, I hear 

From yonder wither'd spraj, 
This finemost mom of all the /ear, 

The melody of May 1 

And why, sbce thottdandA WdoM hi pMiA 

Of each a favof shown. 
Am I seleeted ftom the crowd 

Tdwitn^Mi^ alone 1 

Sing'st thott, tweet PhUMiSl^ to tM, 

For thut I dso tong 
Hiti pr AetSfdd in tlM grovM f^<k the*} 

Though not like thee In song 1 

Or sing'st thou, rather, under fevoe 

Of some divine command, 
Commisaion'd to presage a oottfse 

Of h<lppier days at hand ! 
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Thiioe welMtte tlidii ! fStwaaf%hag 

And Joyom feat hare I) 
At tiMm to-day, put ibnth my tong 

Beaeatli a wmtiy iky' 

But thee no wintfy skies ean httnn, 

Who only need'st to mng 
To make e'en Jannaxy charm, 

And eTeiy seaMil spring. 



LINES WRIWKN IN AN ALBtJM 

OP MISS PATTTMOBS'S, SISTBR OP HAlKldtuHl, 

far tain to Hyc ftom age to tige 
While modem bards endeatar, 

I write my name in Patty's {mg«, 
And gain my point Ibfetef . 

W. COWPBft. 
lfarah«,17K. 

SONNET 
TO WILLIAM WILBERFOUCK, ESCl. 

Tht cotatiy, Wllberfofoe, with Just disdain, 
Hears thee by omel men and impioiis eall'd 
FlUMtkv for thy teal to loose the eaOltalFd 

From eldle^ pnblie sale, and slayery's chain* 
FHsBd of the poor, the wnmg'd^ the M«r< 
gall'd, 

Fear not lest labor such as thine be irain. 
Thon hast oddered a part ; hast gain'd the eat 

Of BiilaiB's senate to thf glorious eanse t 

Hope snules, joy springs, and though ooU ea«^ 
tion pause 



s^s^^' 
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And weave delay, the better hour is near 
That shall remunerate thy toils serer^ 
By peace for Afiic, fenced with Batish laws. 
Bnjoy what thou hast won, esteem and love 
From all the just on earth and all the blest above. 
April 18,1798. 

EPIGRAM 

PBINTID IN THE NOBTHAMPTON MERC7RT. 

To purify theur wine, some people bleed 
A lamb into the barrel, and succeed ; 
No nostrum, planters say, is half so good 
To mik fine sugar as a negro's blood. 
Now lambs and negroes both are harmless things. 
And thence perhaps this wondrous virtue springs, 
'Tb in the blood of innocence alone — 
Good cause why planters never try their own. 



TO DRj AUSTIN, 

OF CECIL STREET, LONDON. 

Austin ! accept a grateful vene fWnn me. 
The poet's treasure, no inglorious fee. 
Loved by the muses, thy ingenuous Bniid 
Pleasing requital in my verse may find *, 
Verse oft has dash'd the scythe of Time aside, 
Immortalizuig names which else had died : 
And 1 could I command the glittering wealth 
With which sick kings are glad to purchase 

health 
Tet, if extensive fame, and sure to live. 
Were in the power of verse like mine to give, 
I would not recompense his arts with less. 
Who, giving Mary health heals my distress. 
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Friend of my Mend !* I love thee, though 
nnknown, 
And boldly call thee, being his, my own. 
Ifay96,]7fi2. 

CATHARINA: 

THE SBCOND PART : ON HER MARRIAGE TO OEOROK 
COURTENAT, ESO. 

Belieye it or not, as you choose, 

The doctrine is certftinly true, 
That the future is known to the muse, 

And poets are oracles too. 
I did but express a desire 

To see Cathaiina at home, 
At the side of my friend George's fire, 

And lo — she is actually come ! 

Such prophecy some may despise, 

But the wbh of a poet and friend 
Perhaps is approved in the skies, 

And therefore attains to its end. 
Twas a wish that flew ardently forth 

From a bosom efiectually warm'd 
With the talents, the graces, and worth 

Of the person fbr whom it was formed, 

Mariaf would leave us, I knew. 

To the grief and regret of us all, 
But less to our grief, could we view 

Gatharina the ^ueen of the HalL 
And therefore I wish'd as I did. 

And therefore this union of hands : 
Not a whisper was heard to forbid, 

But all ciy— Amen— to the bans. 

•Hayley. t Lady Tbrockmortoa. 
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0iBee» thtte j b w , I aeera to tnevr 
No danger of wishing in Tain 

When making good wishes ihr her, 
I will e'en to my wishes again-^ 

With one I hare made her a wife, 
And now I will tiy with another, 

Which I cannot sappress for my life- 
How BOOB I oaa make her a molhisr. 
Jaae, mSL 

EPITAPH ON POP, 

A DOO BBLOMOINO TO LA9T TITOQCKWOBTON. 

Tbough once a puppy, and though Fop by nmne, 
Here moqlderB one whose bones some honor 

elahn. 
No sycophant, ahhoogh of spaniel race, 
And though no hound, a martyr to the chiuie — 
Te squinak, rabbits, leTeret«,<«ejoice, 
Tour haunts no longer eoho to' his voice '^ ^ 
This record of his ftite exulting view, 
He died worn out with vain pursuit of you. 

" Tes," — the indignant shade of Fop replies — 
<< And worn with Tain pumiit, man oUo dies." 
AifeiitilTW, 

SONNET TO GEORGE ROMNET, ESQ., 

ON HIS PIOrUBS OF MB IH ORAYONPf 

Dimwn at Etotham In the 6l8t yeai^oT my agA, and ia the 
months of Angoat aad 8epleart»er> ITVi 

RoMNKT, expert infhlKbly to trace 
On chart or canvas, not the fbrm alone 
And semblance, but however fiiintly shown, 

The mind's ioqpression too on ereiy face— > 
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With 0troke« tb4t time ought aeT^r to «|«9e, 
Thou hast 80 pencilled mine, that though I own 
The rabject woithkM) I have never kBowa 

The artist shining with sapeiior grace. 

But this I mariL-^that symptoms none pf woe 
In thy incomparable work appeiif , 

Well — I i^n 9fitisfie4 it should be so, 
Since, on matures thought, the C9,\m i* cImi ; 

For in my looks what sorrow could'st thou see 

When I WAS U9jW9gm«t9mA hI toUi^i 

0«Mtr,17«i. 



MARY AND JP«N, 

If John manias Maiy, and M aiy alone, 

Tis a veiy good match between Maij «nil John. 

Should John wed a soon, oh, the claws and the 

scratches ! 
It can't be a match-^'tis a bundle pf matches. 



EPITAPH ON MR. CHESTER, 

OF Omi^SL^Y, 

Tears flow, and cease not, where tk$ good man 

lies. 
Till aU who kn«w him follow to the skies. 
Tears therefore fall where Chester's ashes sleep; 
Him wift, firiendB, brothers, children, servants 



And justly— few shall ever him transcend 
As hasbaad, paient, brother, mastMi iHend. 
Apii,nw. 
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TO MY COUSIN, ANNE BODHAM, 

cm BICBITIMO PROM HER A HETWORX POMSB 
MADE BT HER8BLP. 

Mt gentle Anne, whom heietoibie, 
When I was young, and thoa no mora 

Than plaything for a none, 
I danced and fimdled on my knee, 
A kitten hoth in oze and glee, 

I thank thee fi»r my pone. 

Gkild payi the worth of aU things here; 
But not of loTe ; — that gem's too dear 

Fornehest ragues to win it ; 
I, tiieiiBftce, as a proof of lore, 
Pstemi thy pnsent flur above 

Hm bast tilings kept within iL 
lliy4.im 

INSCRIPTION FOR A HERMITAGE IN 
THE AUTHOR'S GARDEN. 

This cabin, Mary, in my sight appears, 
Built as it has been in our waning years, 
A rest afforded to our weary feet, 
PreUminaiy to--the last retreat 
li^,l1WL 

TO MRS. UNWIN. 

Mart ! I want a lyre with other strings. 
Such aid from heaven as some have feign'd 

they drew, 
An eloquence scarce given to mortals, new 
And undebased by praise of meaner things, 
That, ere through age or woe I shed my wings, 
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I may record thy worth with honor due, 

In Terse as musical as thou art true, 
And that immortalizes whom it sings. 
But thou hast little need. There is a book 

By seraphs writ with beams of heavenly fij^ 
On which the eyes of Qod not rarefy look, 

A chronicle of actions just and bright ; 

There afl thy deeds, my faithful Maiy, shine, 
And, since thou own'st that praise, I spare thee 
mine. 
1117,1793. 



TO JOHN JOHNSON, ESQ., 

CM HIS PRESENTING ME WITH AN ANTIQUB BUIT 
OF HOMER. 

Kinsman beloved, and as a son, by me I 
When I behold the fhiit of thy regard, 
The sculptured form of my old favorite bard, 

I reverence feel for him, and love for thee : 

Joy too and grief— much joy that there should be, 
Wise men and leam'd, who grudge not to 

reward 
With some applause my bold attempt and hard, 

Which others scorn ; critics by courtesy. 

The grief is this, that, sunk in Homer's mine, 
I lose my precious years, now soon to fail. 

Handling his gold, which, howsoe'er it shine. 
Proves dross when balanced in the Christiaa 
scale. 

Be wiser thou—like our forefather Donne, 

Seek heavenly wealth, and work lor Ood alono. 
May, 1799. 
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TO A YOUNG FRISm), 

OR B» AREITINa AT CAIIWIIH2S WST W»V NO 
lUW SAO FAUJSir TWIHI. 

Ir Gideon's ileeee, which dfendi'd with dew he 

fOWM. 

While molilare none nfrerii'd the heAe axomid, 
Mighl 6ify lepreeent the chmch, endvw'd 
With he4T«nly giAs tQ heathem not «lknr'4» 
In pledge, perhaps, of favors ftom on hijgh, 
Thy locks were wet when others' locks wen dij : 
Heaven grant ns half the omen — may we see 
Not drought on others, but much dew on thee! 
Msy, 17991 

ON A SPANIEL, CALLED BEAU, KILLING 
A YOUNG BIRD. 

A SPANIEL, Beau, that iares like you, 

Well fbd, and at his ease, 
Should wiser be than to pursue 

Each tri^ that he sees. 

Bat y«a have klff d a tiny bM, 

Which flew not till to-day, 
Against my oiders, whom yon heaid 

ForMdHng yo« the ^ptey, 

N0r did you kill that you n^ht eat 
And ease a doggish pain, ^ 

For him, thou|^ chased with ftiiious heat, 
You left where he was slain. 

Nor was he of the liiievish sMt, 

Of one whiom blood alhires, 
But innocent was all hk sport 

Whom you have torn for youis. 
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My dog ! whBLt remodj Mmainf , 
Since teach yoa all I can, 

I lee ycm, aiUr all my paint, 
So much resemble raanl 
July 15, 1793. 



BEAU'S HEP^y. 

SmrvHMB i iew tp MJM th« UH 

In i^ite of ymxt command, 
A louder Toiee than yoius I hetld, 

And harder to withstand. 

Yam «md**ForlMar (-"-but in my bftMt 
A milder crisd-oproceed t^ 

Twas nature, Sir, whose stmng bthcit 
Impelled me to the deed. 

Tot, much as nature I lespset, 

I TCBlnred ones to biealiL 
(As y9U periiaps may reeoUeot) 

Her precept for your sake ; 

And when your tfnaet on a day, 

Pasring his prison door, 
Had fluttered all hk strength away, 

And panting pressed the floor. 

Well knowing him a sacred thing, 

(Cot destin^ to my tooth, 
I only kiss'd his rufflod wing, 

And hck'd the feathers smooth. 

Let my obedience then excuse 

My disobedience now, 
Nor some reproof yourself refhse 

Prom your aggris^ed bow-wow : 
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If killing birds be such a crime, 
(Which I can haidly see,) 

What think you, Sir, of killing time 
With Tene addressed to me ! 



TO WILLIAM HAYLEY, ESQ. 

Dear architect of fine chateaux in air, 
Worthier to itand forever, if they could, 
Than any boilt of stone or yet of wood, 

F<Nr back of royal elephant to bear ! 

O for permission from the skies to share, 
Much to n^ own, though little to thy good, . 
With thee (not subject to the jealovs mood!) 

A partnership of literary ware ! 

But I am bankrupt now; and doom'd henceforth 
To drudge, in descant dry, on otheii' lays ; 

Bards, I acknowledge, of unequalled birth ! 
But what his commentator's happiest praise 1 

That he has fhmish'd lights Ibr other eyes, 
Which they who need them use, and then 
despise. 
June 39, 1793. 

ANSWER 

Tb SUnzas addressed to Lady Heaketh, by MiB0 GSibMriiie 
Fanahawe, In returning a Poem of Mr. Ck>wper*a, lent 
to her, on condition she should neither ahow It, nor 
take a copy. 

To be remember'd thus is fame, 

And in the first degree ; 
And did the few like her the same, 

The press might sleep fi>r me. 
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So Homer in the memory stored 

Of many a C^recian beUe, 
Was once preserved— a richer hoard, 

But never lodged so well. 
1793. 

ON PLAXMAITS PENELOPE. 

The suitors sinn'd, but with a fair excuse, 
Whom all this elegance might well seduce ; 
Nor can our censure on the husband fall, 
Who for a wife so lovely, slew them all. 
Septeniber, 1793. 

TO THE SPANISH ADMIRAL COUNT 
GRAVINA, 

Ob his trmiHTatlng the Authqr's Song on a Bose into 
ItaUaa Verse. 

Mt rose, Oravina, blooms anew, 

And steep'd net now in rain. 
But in Castihan streams by you, 

Will never fade again. 
1793. 



INSCRIPTION 

FOR THE TOMB OF MR. HAMILTON. 

Pause here, and think : a monitory rhyme 
Demands one moment of thy fleeting time. 

Consult Ufe's silent clock, thy bounding vein y. 
Seems it to say — "Health here has long to 

reign r 
Hast thou the vigor of thy youth 1 an eye 
That beams delight 1 a heart untaught to sigh % 



no covfsr's pobms. 

Yet fear. rMlli,oCltlBMliMlUifiil«id«tMie, 
AntieipateB a daj It never eees ; 
And man J a tooab, like Hamitmi'e, aland 
RTclaimn " PrepaM thaa fer an aaify ahfaad." 



EPITAPH ON A HARB. 

Here lies, whom hound did ne'er pursue, 
Nor iwifter greyhound fbQow, 

Whoee foot ne'er tainted morning dew, 
Nor ear heard huntsman's halloo ; 

Old Tiney, surliest of his kind, 
Who, nursed with tender car^, 

And to domestic bounds coofined, 
Was still a wild Jack hare. 

Though duly from my hand he took 

His pittance eveiy night, 
He did it with a jealous look. 

And, when he could, would hiU. 

His diet was of wheaten bread 
And milk, and oats, and straw ; 

Thistles, or lettuces instead. 
With sand to scour his maw. 

On twigs of hawthorn he f^g^l^ 

On pippins' russet peel, 
And when his Juicy salads fail'd 

Sliced carrot pleased him well, 

A turkey carpet was his lawn. 

Whereon he loved to bound, 
To skip and gambol like a fawn, 

And swing his rump around. 
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Hli §midmg wm at «YQmg k<mm, 

Wot tiien he iMt Jui feat, 
Bui most before aj^roaching ihewcffi. 

Or wbea a storm drew near. 
B%lifc jeam and five wiuid fettog 

He ttm saw steal awaj, 
Domg out all his Idle noons, 

And eyery night at play* 
I kept him fbr his humor's sake, 

For he would oft beguile 
My hwm Qi thouftbtv that niade it Acbe, 

And fbiee bw to a smik. 

But now beneath this walnut shade 
He finds his long last home, 

Avd waits in snug *^M^^Hilfpimt laid, 
Tffi gender Puss shall eome. 

H«, stiUn^re aged, feels the sho^, 
J^noi which no case can save, 

And, partner onee of Tinef's hex, 
Must soon partake his grave. 

BPITAPHIUH ALTEBOm. 

Hic etiam jacet, 

4M totUBiiiovenQium fixil^ 

Pass. 

Sii^e paufisper, 

^ui pmterfturus es, 

Kt tecum sic reputa— - 

Kunc neque cams venaticus, 

Nee plumbum missile, 

Nee laqueus, 

Nee imbres nimii, 

Con&cdn: 

Taaen mortuns I 

£t moriaT ego. 
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Thk IbUowkig acooont of the treatmeat of hb 
hares was inserted hj Cowper in the (Gentle- 
man's Magaxine. 

In the yesr 1774, being modi indisposed both in mind 
snd body, inespstole of diTertii« myself eilberwiUimBft- 
psay or books, snd yet in a condition tlist made fome 
diTerei<m n a ow siy , I was 0ad of anything tliat would 
eogsge my attention, without flUigning it. The children 
of a neighbor of mine liad a lereret given them for a play- 
thing; it was at that time about three months old. Un- 
dMstanding. t>etter how to tease the poor o-eature than 
to feed it, and soon becoming weaiy of their charge, they 
readily consented that their fother, who saw it pfaiiag and 
growing leaner OTery day, riumki oftr it to my accept- 
ance. I was willing enough to take the prisoner under 
my protection, perceiving that, in the management of 
soch sn animal, and in the attempt to tame it, I should 
jfaid Just thst sort of emptoyment whidimyesss required. 
It wss soon known smoog the neighbors tiist I wss pleased 
with the present, and the consequence was, that in a short 
time I had as msny levers oflbred to me ss would hare 
stocked a paddock. I undertook the care of three, which 
it is neeesssry tlist I should here distinguish by ths names 
I gave them— Puss, Tiney, and Bess. ICotwithstanding 
the two feminine appellatives, I must inform you that 
they were all males, fmmediately commencing carpen- 
ter, I buUtthem hooses to sleep in; each had a separate 
apartment, so contrived that their ordure would pass 
throng the botttnn of it; sn earthen pan placed under 
each received whatsoever feU, which being duly emptied 
and washed, they were thus kept perfectly sweet and 
dean. In the daytime they had the range of a hall, and 
at night retired each to his own bed, never intruding into 
that of another. 

Puss grew presently fiuniliar, would leap into my lap, 
raise himself upon his hinder feet, and bite the hair from 
my temples. He would suffer me to take him up, and to 
carry him about in my arms, and has m<ne than once 
fellen fest asleep upon my knee. He was ill three days, 
during which time I nursed litan, k^ him spart ttom 
his fellows, that they might not molest him (for, like 
msny other wild snhnals, they persecute one of their 
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ofim species that is siek,) and by constant care, and trj' 
taig him with a yariety of herbs, restored him to perfeet 
he^tth. No creature could be more grateful than my pa- 
tieot after his recovery; a sentiment which he most sig> 
nUlcantiy expressed by Uckin^ my hand, first the back 
<rf it, then the palm, then every finger separately, then 
between all the fingers, as if anxious to leave no port of 
H msaluted ; a ceremony which he nev«r performed but 
<nce again upon a similar oocasioa. Finding him ex- 
tremely tractaUe, I made it my custom to carry him 
adwayaaaer breakfiurt into the garden, where he hid him- 
self gooeially und«r the leaves of a cucumber vine, sle^ 
faig or chewing the cud till evening; in the leaves also 
of that vine he found a fovorite repaid I had not long 
hahitnated him to this taste of liberty, before he began 
to be in^[Mtient Ibr the return of the time when he might 
ei^Jey tt. He would invite me to the garden by drum- 
ming upon my knee, and by a look of such racpressioa 
M it was not possible to misinterpret. If this rhetoric 
did. not immediatdy succeed, he would take the skirt of 
ny coat between his teeth, and puU it with all his force. 
Thus Puss might be said to be perfectly tamed; the shy- 
ness of his nature was done away, and on the whc^ it 
WB» vistt>le l^ many qrmptoms, which I have not room 
toenimiflnte,that he was happier in human society than 
when shut up with his nataral companions. 

Not so Tiney; upon him the kindest treatment had 
not the least effect. He too was sick, and in his sickness 
had an equal share of my attention ; but if, after his re- 
eoveiy, I took the liberty to stroke him, he would grunt, 
stiiice with his fore feet, spring forward, and bite. He 
was however very entertaining in his way ; evmi his snr* 
liness was mattM* of mirth, and in his play he preserved 
SQch an air of gravity, and performed his feats with such 
a solemnity ot manner, that in him too I had an agreea- 
ble eompanioti. 

Bess, who died soon after he was full gro^mi, and whoae 
death was occasioned by his being tamed into his box, 
which had been washed, while it was yet damp, was a 
hare of great humor and drollery. Puss was tamed by 
gmtle usage; Tiney was not to be tamed at all; and 
Baa had a courage and confidence that made him tame 
trom the beglnidng. I always admitted them into the 
8 
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pirior alltr MippOT^ whio, tlM etrpcfc tftodtaig Ikeirltai 
A fna boM, thn wmdd fttak, aiMl homadt am± fiuf m 
. guibcli, is whtoii Ba«, bttef tiiwiifcitly 
r aiMl fetttoM, WM ahrajB raperior to the iMt, MHt 
pMved hinatif tke VMtrii of th* pwrtjr. OMOfaiiiiiSy 
tiM e«l b«lB« Itt th* pooiM, iMd ttM iMidlMM to pat Bmb 
ipoD Um ehMk, an laAgBity which b0 NMirted bf dnoft* 
■dug npM tier bMk with moh Tiokaoe that the «rt WM 
happy to aaeape from mdar hia paw% and hida I 

I daaoribo thaaa aaimala aa having eaah A « 
hIiowB. ghichtheywwiBlhflt,andthiir« 
waw ao agptiirtTa of that character, that, when I teoioaA 
orty OP the ihce of either, I JMmedlataly fcnaw which it 
waa. Itiaaaid thatAahapheni,howev«rinMMtowhli 
tocfc, aoon beoomai ao fluBiUar with their iMuaa, ttei 
ha eaa, by that iadieatf on only, dM^viah aaah from 
an tha reet ; and yat, to a c 
aMali hardly peraeptihie. I< 
dlieriaiinatioa in tha eaat of ooantfliUMeaa woBhl be diit 
eovwabla in iuraa, and am p a n waded that aanof a 
thooaaad of them no two eooid be tond anctiy ttanl* 
lart a dreomitanoe little ana pe ata d l>y tboaawbo hm 
■ot had opportunity to ebaerva it fbaae creatwraa havit 
ilBgnlar Mgadty in dtaooreiiog ^ minntaat aliaiathi 
that ia made in tlia place to wlii<^ they aie aaoaatomed* 
and instantly apply their noaa to the ftTaminatinn of a 
■awol^ect. AamaU hole being bomtiA the carpet, U 
WM maodad with a patch, and that patch in nmnrnat 
widarwent the atricteat acmtiny. Hmj aeam too to ha 
ymrj mnoh directed by the amell in the choice of thair 
AtToriteat to aome penona, though th«y saw them daily, 
they could nerer be reconciled, and wo«ld aren acrcaa 
when they attempted to toMh tham 9 b«t n miBar eMi^ 
ta« in engaged their afltetlopa at once; hia powdered 
coat had charma that were ineaiatihie. Ulinowonder 
tliat my Intimate acquaintance with theae a pocimana oi 
the kiad haa tangiit me to hold the ■partoMnli amnae 
■aent in abttomBee; ha Uttie knowa what aa&iabie cra»> 
toraa he perMcntea, of n^iat gntftade they are capabl>| 
how dieerAil they are in their q>irita, what eigoymant 
Oiey have of lilb, and that, Imp ro aa o dM they aeem with 
a peculiar dread of man, it ia only bacaoaa man gtvaa 
them peooliar canae for it 
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Tha* I inay «oC be tadtoos, I win Jnst glre • ■hort gofli- 
■MTjr ct^tgm aitkles of <tiefc that salt Oem best. 

I t«lD» It to be • gemrai optnlon, that they graae, but 
it is an ay w a wQ S one, at least grass is not their stqjile; 
fhagr aeeaa nther to use It medieliiaUy, soon qnltUng H 
tor l ea tTo a of alaioat aay Und. Sowthistle, dandeUon, 
•ad Mtnee, an their IhTorite yegetaUee, espeelaliy the 
liaL IdisooTeredbyaoeldeBtthatfliiewhItesandisIa 
0Kait eatfanalkm with fhma; I suppose as a dlgestiTe. 
It tmfpmkoA, that I was deaning a bbdeage when the 
> a ios weie with me; I idteeed a pot filled with each 
•and «poa the floor, iHiieb, being at onee directed to it 
by a strong iastlBet, they devoured Toraeiously; slaee 
that ttme I have generally taken care to see them well 
a ap y M ed wMh It. Hiey aoooont green com a delteacy, 
both blada and stalk, bat the ear ttieysddom eat: straw 
or any Mad, espeeially wbeat^trsw, Is another of their 
HMywfll feed greedily opon oats, bnt If fbi^ 
I wlOietoan straw nerer want them; it serves them 
also for a bed, and, if shaken up daily, wiU be Irept sw ee t 
and dry tor a considerable time. They do not indead re- 
quire armnadc herbs, bnt will eat a smaD qoantity of 
them with great reli^ and are particnlariy Ibnd ot the 
pint caBed musk; tbc^ seem to resemble sheep in this, 
that, if their pMtnre be too Boeenleot, they are Toiy mb- 
Jwt to Hafb rot; to prevent whioli, I ahnqra made bread 
their principal aowMunent, aod« fllUQg a pan wMi M 
cot Into small squares, placed It erery erening in their 
chambers, for they feed <H^ at evening and in the night; 
during the winter, when vegetables were not to be got, I 
mingled this mess of bread with riireds of carrot, adding 
to It the rind of apples cut extremely thin ; fer, though 
th^are fond of the paring, the apple itself disgusts them. 
These however not being a solllcleat sabstitate for the 
juice of summer herbs, they nraat at this time be sup- 
plied with water} but so plaoed, that they canaoi over- 
set it faito their beds. I must not omit, that occasionally 
flMT V miich pleased with twigs of hawthorn, and of 
Ae eonunon brier, eating even the very wood when it is 
oToonsidenible thickness. 

Oess, I hare said, died young ; Tiney UTOd to be niao 
yean old, and died at last, I have reason to think* of 
«QPie hurt in bis loins bytfeU; rn«iiBPtmitTiag,«Bd 
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kM jMk completed hit testli year, d to cor e t iu g no Bi?ai 
of decay, nor oTea of age, except that he haa growa mon 
diaereet and leaa frolkaooie than he waa. I camiDt c<Hk- 
dude without obaenriag, that I hare lately inlrodiicMl a 
dog to hiaaoqaaintance, a spaniel that had never Been a 
hare to a hare that hadncTeraaenaapaideL Idldit 
with great caution, bat there waa ne real need of H. Pnai 
discoTcred no token of fear,nor Marqnia the leaat qnap- 
tom of hoatittty. There is therefore, it ahonld aeem, no 
natural antipathy between dog and hare, but the ponott 
of the one occMioiw Om flight of the other, and the do« 
puranea becauae he ia trained to it; they eat brand at 
the same time out of the same hand, and are In all r»- 
apecta aodaUe and friendly. 

I ahould not do complete Jufltlce to my anfedect, did I 
not add, that they haTe no itt scent beloi«ing to them, 
that they am inddhtlgahly nice in keeping theuMetres 
dean, fior which poipoae nature hM toniahed them with 
a brush under each foot; and that they are never InfiBiied 
byanyTermin. 

May 98, 1784. 

MaMonAJinuM roinn> amomv mm. oowpbr*8 papbrs. 
Tuesday, Bfarch 8, 1788. 

lUa day died poor Puss, aged eleven yean eleven 
months. He died between twelve and one at noon, of 
mere old age, and apparently without pain. 



A TALE.* 

In Scotland's realms, where trees are few, 

Nor even shrubs abound ; 
But where, however bleak the view, 

Some better things are found ; 

* niiB tale is founded on an article which appeared 
In the Buckinghamshire Herald, Saturday, June 1, 1793: 
—"Glasgow, May 23. In a block, or puUey, near the 
head of the mast of a gabert, now lying at the Broomie- 
law, there is a chaffinches nest and four eggs. The nest 
was bniK while the vessel hiy at Greenock, and waa Ibl- 



MISCELLANEOUS. 117 

For husband tiieie and wife may boait 

Their onion undefiled, 
And fidse ones are as rare almost 

As hedgerows in the wild — 

In Scotland's realm forlorn and bare 

The history chanced of late — 
The history of a wedded pair, 

A chaffinch and his mate. 

The spring drew near, each felt a breast 

With genial instinct fill'd ; 
They pair'd, and would have built a nest, 

But found not where to build. 

The heaths uncovered and the moors 

Except with snow and sleet, 
Sea-beaten rocks and naked shores 

Could yield them no retreat 

Long time a breeding-place they sought. 

Till both grew vex'd and tired ; 
At length a ship arriving brought 

The good so long desired. 

A ship ! — could such a restless thing 

Afford them place of rest 1 
Or w£ui the merchant charged to bring 

The homeless birds a nest 1 

Hush ! silent hearers profit most — 

This racer of the sea 
Proved kinder to them than the coast, 

It served them with a tree. 

towed hither by both birds. Though the block is ooea^ 
sionally loirered for the inspection of the cnrlons, the 
birds have not forsaken the nest. The eodE, liowever, 
vMts the nest but seldom, whUe the hen never leaves it» 
bnt when She descends to the hull for food.** 
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Bat lodh a tn« ! twaa shaven ded, 

The tree they call a malt, 
And had a hoUow with a wheeli 

Through whkh the taokto fmtfd. 

Within that catity abft 
Theb ToofldM hmne they 1tt*d^ 

Fonn*d with materials neat attd adfl« 
Bents, wool, and feathers ntil'd« 

Four Ivory eggs sdon pave its floofr 
With russet speeks bedight^ 

The Vessel weighs, fbrsakes th« short, 
And lessens td the sight. 

The mother-bird is gone to sea, 
As she had changed her kind j 

But goes the male 1 Far wiser, h« 
Is doubtless left behind. 

No-Hiooft As from ashore he saw 
The winged mansion move, 

He flew to reach it, t^ a law 
•Of never-fhiling love ; 

Then, perching at his consort^s side, 

Was briskly borne along, 
The billows and the blast defied, 

And cheer'd her with a song. 
• 
The seaman with sincere delight 

His feather'd shipmates eyes, 
Scarce less exulting in the sight 

Than when he tows a prize. 

For seamen much believe in stgnS, 
And firora a chance so new 

Each some approaching good divines, 
And may his hopes be true ! 
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Hall, hotted land ! a dtattt wheM 

Not even biids eaA hid6, 
Tet paretito of thift hMtkg ptdi 

M^liobi noihing could divide. 

And ye wlio, rather than resi^ 

Your matrimonial plan, 
Were not afiraid to plough the brine 

In company with man ; 

For whose ietui couutfy imidh diidiiii 

W# SuglMi ofteA show, 
Ytl ftotti A richer nothing gain 

But wantonness and woe — 

Be it your fortutke, year by year 

The same resource to prove, 
Aiid may ft, sometimes landing here, 

Instruct ttEi how to love ! 
lane, 1783. 



TO MARY. 

The twentieth year is well nigh past 

Since first our sky was overcast ; 

Ah ! would that this might be the last ! 

HyMaiyl 

Thy spirits have a fiiinter flow, 
I see ihee daily weaker grow ; 
Twas n^ distress that brought the^ low, 
HyMaiyl 

Thy needlei, once A shlblng store, 
For my sake restless heretofore, 
Now iprt disused, and shine no more; 

My Mary! 
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For, though thou gladly wouldst fiilfil 
The same kind office foe me stiil, 
Thy nght now seconds not thy will, 

MyMaiy! 

But well thou play'dst the housewife's part, 
And all thy threads with magic art 
Have wound themselves about this heart, 
MyMaiy! 

Thy indistinct expresaons seem 
Like language uttered in a dream : 
Yet me they charm, whate'er the theme. 
MyMaiy! 

Thy silver locks, once auburn bright, 
Are still more lovely in my sight 
Than golden beams of orient light, 

MyMaiy! 

For, could I view nor them nor thee, 
What sight worth seeing could I see '^ 
The sun would rise in vain for me, 

MyMaiy! 

Partakers of thy sad declme. 
Thy hands thdr little force resign ; 
Yet gently pressed, press gently mine. 

My Maiy! 

Such feebleness of limbs thou provest, 
That now at every step thou movest 
Upheld by two ; yet still thou lovest, 

MyMaiy! 

And still to love, though press'd with ill, 
In wintiy age to feel no chill, 
With me is to be lovely still, 

My Mary! ' 



UIBCZLLAVEOVS* IS| 

Bat ah ! bjr conetant heed I know, 
How oft the sadness that I show 
T^ransfonns thy smiles to looks of woe, 

MyMfury! 

And should my ftituie lot be cast 
With much resemblance of the past, 
Thy worn-out heart will break at last, 

MyMaiyl 
Autumn of 1793L 

THE CASTAWAY. 

Obscurest night involved the sky, 

The Atlantic billows loar'd, 
When such a destined wretch as I, 

Wash'd headlong from on board, 
Of firiends, of hope, of all bereft, 
His floating home forever left. 

No braver chief could Albion boast 

Than he with whom he went, 
Nor ever ship left Albion's eoast 

With warmer wishes sent. 
He loved them both, but both in vain, 
Nor him beheld, nor her again. 

Not long beneath the whelming brine, 

Expert to swim, he lay ; 
Nor soon he felt his strength decline, 

Or courage die away ; 
But waged with death a lasting strife, 
Suf^ported by despair of life. 

He shouted ; nor his ftiends had fidl'd 

To check the vessel's course, 
But so the furious blast preyail'd, 

That, pitiless perforce, 
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Tliej left their outcast mate behind, 
And acadded stOi before the wind. 

Some soccor yet they could afford ; 

And, such as storms allow, 
The cask, the coop, the floated cord, 

Delay'd not to bestow : 
But he, they knew, nor ship nor shore, 
Whate'er they gaTe, should visit more. 

Nor, cruel as it seem'd, could he 
Their haste himself condemn, 

Aware that flight, in such a sea, 
Alone could rescue them ; 

Yet bitter felt it still to die 

Deserted, and his friends so nigh. 

He long surviyes, who lives an hour 

In ocean, self-upheld : 
And so long he, with unspent power, 

Hb destiny repell'd : 
And ever, as the minutes flew. 
Entreated help, or cried—" Adieu !" 

At length, his transient respite past. 

His comrades, who before 
Aul heard his voice in eveiy blast. 

Could catch the sound no more : 
For then, by toil subdued, he drank 
The stifling wave, and then he sank. 

No poet wept him; but the page 

Of narrative sincere. 
That tells his name, his worth, his age, 

Is wet with Anson's tear; 
And tears by bards or heroes shed 
Alike immortalize the dead. 
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I therefinre purpose not, or dream, 

Descanting on his fate, 
To give the meUmchofy theme 

A more enduring date : 
But misery still delights to trace 
Its semblance in another's case. 

No T<nce divine the storm allayed, 

No light proiMtious shone ; 
When, snatch'd firom all effectual aid, 

We perish'd, each alone : 
But I beneath a rougher sea, 
And whelm'd in deeper gulfi than he. 
March 90, 1799. 



TO SIR JOSHUA REYNOLDS. 

Dear President, whose art sublime 
Gives perpetuity to time. 
And bids transactions of a day. 
That fleeting hours would waft away 
To dark futurity, survive. 
And in unfading beauty live, — 
Yon cannot with a grace decline 
A special mandate of the Nine — 
Yourself, whatever task you choose. 
So much indebted to the Muse. 

Thus say the sisterhood : — We 
Fix well your pallet on your thumb, 
Prepare the pencil and the tints — 
We come to furnish you with hints. 
French disappmntment, British glory. 
Must be the subject of the story. 

First strike a curve, a graceful bow, 
Then slope it to a point below •, 
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Your oaUine easy, aiij, h^ki, 
Fill'd up, becomes a paper kite. 
Let mdependeiite> tangidnei horrid, 
Blaie like a meteor in the finrehead : 
Beneath (but lay aside joor graces) 
Draw six-and-twenty mefhl feces, 
Each with a staring, stedfast eye, 
Fiz'd on his great and good ally. 
France flies the kite— 'tis on the wing*- 
Biitannia's lightning cats the string. 
The wind that raised it, ere it ceases, 
Just rends it into thirteete pieces, 
Takes chaige of eveiy fluttering dieet. 
And lays them all at George's fed. 

Iberia, trembling from afar. 
Renounces the confederate war. 
Her efforts and her arts o'eicome, 
France calls her shattered navies home. 
Repenting Holland learns to mourn 
The sacred treaties die has torn ; 
Astonishment and awe profound 
Are stan^i'd upon the nations round : 
Without one friend, above all fees, 
Britannia gives the world repose. 



THE DISTRESSED TRAVELERS; 

OR, LABOR IN TAIN. 

A New Songf to a Tune never aung before. 

I siNO of a journey to Cliflon,* 
We would have perferm'd, if we could ; 

Without cart or barrow, to lift on 
Poor Maiyt and me through the mud. 

* A Tillage near Olney. f Mrs. Unwixu 
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Slee, tla, sliid, 
Stack in the mad ; 
Oh it IB pretty to wade through a flood ! 

So away we went, sKpping and sliding ; 

Hop, hop, d la mode dt deux frogB^ 
'Tb near as good walking as riding, 
When ladies are dress'd in their dogs. 
Wheels, no doubt, 
Gk) briskly about, 
But they clatter, and rattle, and make such a root. 

DIALOGUE. 

SHE. 

*' Well I now, I protest it is charming; 
How finely the weather improTes ! 
* That cloud, though 'tis rather alarming, 
How stowly and stately it moves." 



"Pshaw! nevermind, 
*T1s not in the wind, [hind. 

We are traTelling south, and shall leave it bd»^ 

i SHE. 

" I am glad we are come for an airing. 
For folks may be povmded, and penned. 

Until they grow rusty, not caring 
To stir half a mile to an end." 



" The tonger we stay. 
The longer we may ; 
It*s a folty to think about weather or way." 



" But now I begin to be frighted. 
If I fall what a way I should roUl 



IS^ cowfer's poems. 

I am ^ad that the bridge was indicted, 
Stay ! stop! I am sunk in a hole!" 

HE. 

" Nay, never care, 
'Tis a common affair 
Toa'U not be the last, that will set a fbot thefe." 

SHE. 

" Let me breathe now a little and ponder 

On what it were better to do ; 
That terrible lane I see yonder, 

I think we shall never get through.'^ 

HE. 

"So think I:— 
But, by the bye. 
We never shall know, if we never should try." 



" But should we get there, how shall we get home 1 
What a terrible deal of bad road we have past I 
"Slipping, and sliding, and if we should come 
To a difficult stile, I am ruined at last ! 
Oh this lane I 
Now it is plain 
That struggling and striving is labor in vain." 

HE. 

" Stick &st there while I go and look ," 

SHE. 

" Don't go away, for fear I should fall :** 

HE. 

" I have examined it, eveiy nook. 
And what you see here is a sample of aU. 
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Cmne, wheel round, 
The dirt we have found 
Wofiild be an estate, at a &rthing a pound." 

Now, sister Anne,* the guitar you must take, 

Set it, and sing it, and make it a song: 
J have varied the verse, for variety's sake, 
And cut it off short — because it was long. 
'Tis hobbling and Icune, 
Which critics won't blame, 
Par the sense and the sound, they say, should 
be the same. 



ON THE AUTHOR OP LETTERS OH 
LITERATURE.t 

The Gtenius of the Augustan age 
His head among Rome's ruins rear'd, 
And, bursting with heroic rage, 
When literary Heron appear'd ; 

Thou hast, he cried, like him of old 
Who set the Ephesian dome on fire, 
By being scandalously bold, 
Attain'd the mark of thy desire. 

And for traducing Virgil's name 
Shalt share his merited reward ; 
A perpetuity of fame. 
That rots, and stinks, and is abhorr'd. 

* Tbe late Lady Austen. 

t NominaUy by Robert Heron, Esq., but supposed to 
have been written by John Pinkerton. 8vo. 178S. 
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STANZAS 

im THE LATI INDECENT LIBERTIES TAKEN Wm 
THE REMAINS OP MILTON* ANNO 1790. 

** Me too, peidiance, in taUu% 4aysr 
The sculptured stcme shall show, 
With PaphUn myitk or with bays 
Parnassian on mj brow. 

^^Bnt I, or ere that season oome, 

Escaped from every care, 
ShaU reach mj refbge in the tomb, 
And sleep securely tiiere/f 

So sang in Roman tone and style, 

The youthftrl bard, ere long 
ddain'd to grace his natire isle 

With her sublimest song. 

Who then but must conceive disdain, 

Hearing the deed unblest 
Of wretches who have dared pro&ne 

BSs dread sepulchral resti 

HI ftire the hands that heaved the stone«|: 
Where Milton's ashes lay, 

* Hie bones of MUton, who Ues buried in Cripptegate 
einirdi, were disinterred ; a pamphlet by Le Nero waf 
published at the time, giving an account of what ^tpeared 
on opening his ooffln. 
t Forsitan et nostros ducat de marmore vultns, 
Nectens aut Paphia myrti ant Pamasdde iMiri 
Fronde ooma»~-At ego secura pace quiescmn. 

JUilUm m Mmt9' 
X Gowper, no doubt, had in his memory the lines.aaid 
to have been written by Shakq>eare on his tomb: 



J 
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That trembled not to grasp his bones 
And steal his dost away 1 

ill requited hard ! neglect 

Thy U^ing w<Hrth r^aid, 
And blind idokUzons respect 

As much aflftonts thee dead. 
August, 1790L 



TO THE REV. WILUAM BULL. 

June 22^ 1782. 
Mt dear friend, 

If reading Terse be your delight, 
lis mine as much, or more, to write ; 
But what we would, so weak is man, 
Lies oft remote from what we can. 
For instance, at this very time 
I feel a wish by cheerfiil rhyme 
To soothe my friend, and, had I power, 
To cheat him of an anxious hour ; 
Not meaning (for I must confbss, 
It were but fblly to suppress) 
Bib pleasure, or his good alone, 
But squinting partly at my own. 
But though the sun is flaming high 
In the centre of yon arch, the rity, 
And he had once (and who but he t) 
The name for setting geniu* free, 
Yet whether poets of past days 
Yielded him undeserved praise, 

**6ood Mend, for Jeens* sake forbear 
To dig the dust inclosed here. 
BlMt be the man thai spares these stooes» 
And curat be be that moves my booea.'' 
tQL.n. 9 
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- ^ 

And he by no uncommon lot 
Wai fiuned for viitaet he had not; 
Or whether, which is like enoogfa, 
Hia HighneM may hare taken huff, 
So leldom loaght with invocation, 
Since it hai been the reigning fhshion 
To disregard his inspiration, 
I seem no brighter in my wits, 
For all the radiance he emits, 
Than if I saw, thioogh midnight vapor, 
The glimmering of a fiutlnng taper. 
Oh for a succedaneum, then, 
To accelerate a creeping pen ! 
Oh for a ready saccedaneum, 
Q,uod caput, cerebrum, et cranium 
Pondere tiberet exoso^ 
Et morb'o jam caliginoso ! 
'Tishere; this oval box well fiU'd 
With best tobacco, finefy mill'd, 
Beats all Anticyra's pretences 
To disengage the encumbered senses. 
Oh Nymph of transatlantic fome. 
Where'er thine haunt, whate'er thy name, 
Whether reposing on the side 
Of Oroonoquo's spacious tide. 
Or listening with delight not small 
To Niagara's distant fall, 
^Tis thine to cherish and to feed 
The pungeitf nose-refreshing weed 
Which, whether pulverized it gain 
A speedy passage to the brain, 
Or whether, touch'd with fire, it rise 
In circling eddies to the skies, 
Does thought more quicken and refino 
Than all the breath of all the Nine-* 



MISCBLLANBOUS. 181 

Forgire the bard, if bard he be, 

Who once too wantonly made fiee, 

To touch with a satiric wipe 

That symbol of thy power, the pipej 

So may no blight infest thy plains, 

And no unseasonable rains; 

And so may smiling peace once man 

Visit America's sad shore ; 

And thou, secure firom all alarms, 

Of thundering drums and ghttering anm^ 

Rove unconfined beneath the shade 

Thy wide expanded leaves have made; 

So may thy votaries increase. 

And fumigation never cease. 

May Newton wtth renewed delights 

Perform thine odoriferous rites, 

While clouds of incense half divine 

Involve thy disappearing shrine; 

And so may smoke-inhaling BuU 

Be always filling, never fVilL 



EPITAPH ON BCRS. M. HIGGINS, 

OP WESTON. 

Laurels may flourish round the conqueror's 

tomb, 
But happiest they who win the world to come : 
BeUevers have a silent field to fight, 
And their exploits are veil'd from human sight 
They in some nook, where little known they 

dweU, 
Kneel, pray in faith, and rout the hosts of hell; 
Eternal triumphs crown their toils divine. 
And all those triumphs, Mary, now are thine. 
ITttl. 
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SONNET TO A YOUNG LAX>Y ON HER 
BIRTH-DAY. 

Dbbm not, fweet rose, that bloom'st 'midflt maiqr 

a thofm, • 

Thy friend, tho' to a cloister's shade consi^'d, 
Can e'er fbiget the charms he left behind, 
Or pass unheeded this auspicious mom ! 
In hai^r days to brighter prospects bom, 
O teH thy thoughtless sex, the virtuous mind, 
like thee, content in every state may find, 
And look on Folly's pageantry with scorn. 
To ^teer with nicest art betwixt th' extreme 
Of idle mirth, and affectation coy ; 
To blend good sense with elegance and ease; 
To bid Affliction's eye no longer stream ; 
Is thine ; best gift, the unftdling source of joy. 
The guide to pleasures winch can never cease ! 



ON A raSTAKE IN HIS TRANSLATION 
OF HOMER 

CowPER had sinn'd with some excuse, 

If, bound in rhyming tethers, 
fte had committed this abuse 

Of changing ewes for wethers;* 

* I have heard about my wether nratt<m fh»n various 
qTuarters. It was a blander hardly pardonable ia a man 
miM lias lived amid fleldaaod meadows, grazed by Bbeep» 
almost these thirty years. I have accordingly satirized 
myself in two stanzas, which I composed last night, while 
I lay awake, tormented with pain, and well dosed witti 
Isndanmn. If yon find them not rery brilliant, tbereft>rei 
you will know how to aocoant for it-^Ltttmr to Jiutfh 
BilLt E»q.y dated April 15, 1798. 
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But, male for female is a trope, 

Or rather bold misnooier, 
That would have startled even Pope, 

yfhesk he tnnslaled Homer. 

ON THE BENEFIT RECEIVED BY HIS 
MAJESTY, PROM SEA-BATHINO IN 
THE YEAR 1789. 

O soYEREiON of an isle renowned 

For undisputed sway, 
Wherever o'er yon gulf profound 

Her oavies wing their way. 

With juster claims she buflds at length 

Her empire on the sea, 
And well may boast the waves her strength. 

Which strength restored to thee. 



ADDRESSED TO MISS ON READING 

THE PRAYER FOR INDIFFERENCE.* 

And dwells there in a female heart, 
By bounteous Heaven designed, 

The choicest raptures to impart, 
To ftel the most refined— 

Dwells there a wish in such a breast 

Its nature to forego, 
To smother in ignoble rest 

At once both bliss and woe I 

Far be the thought, and far the strain, 
Which breathes the low desire, 

* For Mrs. Greville^ Ode, see Jinnudl JU^tery voL v. 
p. 908. 
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How sweet so'er the vent complain, 
Though PhoBbui string the lyre. 

Come, then, fair maid, (in nature wise,) 
Who, knowing them, can tell 

From generous sympathy what joys 
The glowing bosom swell : 

In justice to the various powers 
Of pleasing, which you share, 

Join Bie, amid your silent hours, 
To fonn the better prayer. 

With lenient balm my Oberon henc^ 

To fiiiry land be driven. 
With every herb that blunts the sense 

Mankind received from heaven. 

Oh ! if my sovereign Author please, 

Far be it from my fate 
To live unblessed in torpid ease, 

And slumber on in state ; 

" Each tender tie of life defied, 
Whence social pleasures spring. 
Unmoved with all the world beside, 
A solitaiy thing — " 

Some Ali»ne mountain, wrapt in snow, 
Thus braves the whirling blast, 

Eternal winter doom'd to know. 
No genial spring to taste. 

In vain warm suns their influence shed. 

The zephyrs sport in vain, 
He rears unchanged his barren head, 

Whilst beauty decks the plain. 
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What though in scaly armor dresB'd, 

Indifference may repel 
"Hie shafts of wo — in such a breast 

No joy can ever dwell. 

Tis woYen in the world's ^at plan, 

And fix'd by heaven's decree, 
That all the true delights of man 

Should spring from sympathy. 

"Us nature bids, and whilst the laws 

Of nature we retain, 
Our self-approving bosom draws 

A pleasure from its pain. 

Thus grief itself has comforts dear 

The sordid never know ; 
And ecstacy attends the tear 

When virtue bids it flow. 

For, when it streams from that pore souioe, 

No bribes the heart can win 
To check, or alter from its course, 

The hizury within. 

Peace to the phlegm of sullen ehres, 

Who, if from labor eased. 
Extend no care beyond themselves, 

Unpleasing and unpleased. 

Let no low thought suggest the prayer, 

Oh! grant, kind Heaven, to me. 
Long as I draw ethereal air, 

Sweet Senfflbility ! 

Where'er the heavenly nymph is seen, 
With lustre-beaming eye, 
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A train, attendant on their qiieen» 
(Her ntj chorus) fly ; 

The jocund lores in Hymen's band, 

WiAk torches erer bright, 
And generous friendship, hand in hand 

WOk pity's wafry sight 

Tlie gentler yirtaes too are join'd 

In youth immortal warm ; 
Tlie soft relations, which, combined, 

Give life her ereiy charm. 

The arts come smiling in the close. 

And lend celestial fire ; 
The marble breathes, the canvas glows, 

The muses sweep the fyie, 

" Still may my melting bosom cleave 

To sufferings not my own, 
And still (he sigh responsive heave 

Where'er is heard a groan. 

** So pity shall take virtue's part, 

Her natural alfy. 
And fashioping n^ soften'd heart, 

Prepare it for the sky." 

This artless vow may Heaven receive, 
And you, fond maid, approve : 

So may your guiding angel give 
Whate'er you wish or love! 

So may the rosy-finger'd hours 

Lead on the various year. 
And every joy, which now is yours, 

Extend a larger sphere I 
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And suna to come, as round they wheel, 

Tour golden moments bless 
With all a tender heart can feel, 

Or lively fancy guess ! 
17«. 



FROM 

A LETTER TO THE REV. MR. NEWTON, 

LATE RECTOR OP ST. MART WOOLNOTH, 

Sats the pipe to the snuff-box, I can't understand 
What the ladies and gentlemen see in your &ce, 

That you are in fashion all over the land, 
And I am so much Iklkn into disgrace. 

Do but see what a pretty contemplative air 
I give to the company — ^pray do but note 'em — 

You would think that the wise men of Greece 

were all there, [of €k>tham. 

Or at least would suppose them the wise men 

Hy breath is as sweet as the breath of blown 

roses. 

While you are a nuisance where'er you appear ; 

There is nothing but snivelling and. blowing of 

noses, [hear. 

Such a noise as turns any man's stomach to 

Then, fifting his lid in a delicate way, [gaging, 
And opening his mouth with a smile quite en- 

The boi in reply was heard plainly to say. 
What a silly dispute is this we are waging ! 

If you have a little of merit to claim, [weed, 
You may thank the sweet-smelling Ylrginian 
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And I, if I seem to deserve any blame, 
The before-mentioned drug in apology plead. 

Thus neither the praise nor the blame is our own, 
No room for a sneer, much less a cachinnns, 

We are vehicles, not of tobacco alone, [in ni. 
Bat of anything else they may choose to put 



THE PLATTING MILL. 

AN ILLUSTRATION. 

When a bar of pore silver or ingot of gold 
Is sent to be flatted or wroo^t into length, 
It is pass'd between cylinders often, and inll'd 
In an engine of utmost mechanical strength. 

Thus tortured and squeezed, at last it appears 
Like a loose heap of ribbon, of glittering show, 
Like music it tinkles and rings in your ears. 
And, warm'd by the pressure, is all in a glow. 

This process achieved, it is doom'd to sustain 
The thump after thump of a gold-beater's mallet, 
And at last is of service in sickness or pain 
To cover a pll for a delicate palate. 

Alas for the poet ! who dares undertake 

To urge reformation of national ill — 

His head and his heart are both likely to ache 

With the double employment of mallet and mill. 

If he wish to instruct, he must learn to delight. 
Smooth, ductile, and even his fancy must flow, 
Must tinkle and glitter like gold to the sight. 
And catch in its progress a sensible glow. 
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After all he must beat it as thin and as fine 
Am the leaf that enfolds what an invalid swaUows ; 
For troth is unwelcome, however divine, 
And unless you adorn it, a nausea follows. 



EPITAPH ON A FREE BUT TAME 
REDBREAST, 

A FAYORITB OF MISS SALLT HUROIS. 

Thbse are not dewdrops, these are team, 

And tears by 9ally atted 
For absent Robin, who she fears. 

With too much cause, is dead. 

One mom he came not to her hand 

As he was wont to come. 
And, on her finger perch'd, to stand 

Picking his breakfast-crumb. 

Alann'd, she call'd him, and peiplez'd 
She sought him, but in vain — 

That day he came not, nor the next. 
Nor ever came again. 

She therefore raised him here a tomb, 
Though where he fell, or how. 

None knows, so secret was his doom, 
Nor where he moulders now. 

Had half a score of coxcombs died 

In social Robin's stead, 
Poor Sally's tears had soon been dned^ 

Or haply never shed. 

But Bob was neither rudely bold 
Nor sjuritlessly tame ; 
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Nor waa, like theirs, his V>8om cold, 
But always in a flame. 

SONNET, 

ADDRESSED TO WILLIAM HATLRT, ISO* 

BUtlet — thy tenderness fraternal shown 
In our first interview, delightfiil guest ! 
To Mary, and me for her dear sake distrav'd, 

Such as it is, has made my heart thy own. 

Though heedless now of new engagements 
grown; 
For threescore winters make a wintry hieast, 
And I had purposed ne'er to go in quest 

Of friendship more, except with Qod alone. 
But thou hast won me ; nor is Gk>d my Ibe, 

Who, ere this last afflictive scene began. 
Sent thee to mitigate the dreadful blow, 
My brother, by whose sympathy I know 

Thy true deserts infaUibly to scan. 

Not more to admire the bard than love the man. 
June 3,1702. 

AN EPITAPH. 

Here lies one who never drew 
Blood himself, yet many slew; 
Gave the gun its aim, and figure 
Made in field, yet ne'er pnlFd trigger. 
Armed men have gladly made 
Him their guide, and him obey'd ; 
At his signified desire 
Would advance, present, and fire — 
Stout he was, and large of limb, 
Scores have fled at sight of him ! 
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And to all this fame he rose 
Only following his nose. 
Neptune was he cali'd, not he 
Who controls the boisterous sea, 
But of happier command, 
Neptune of the fhrrow'd land ; 
And, your wonder vain to shorten, 
Pointer to Sir John Throckmorton. 
1793. 

ON RECEIVINO HAYLEY'S PICTURE. 

In language warm as could be breathed or penn'd 
Thy picture speaks the original, my friend. 
Not by those looks that indicate thy mind — 
Tliey only speak thee friend of all mankind ; 
ExinteflBion here more soothing still I see. 
That friend of all a partial friend to me. 
Jannarjr, 1796. 



ON A PLANT OF VIRGINS BOWER. 

DESIGNED TO COYER A OARDBN-llAT. 

Thrite, gentle plant ! and weave a bower 

For Mary and for me, 
And deck with many a splendid flower. 

Thy foliage large and free. 

Thou earnest from Eartham, and wilt shade 

(If truly I divine) 
Some fttture day the illustrious head 

Of him who made thee mine. 

Should Daphne show a jealous frown 
And envy seiie the bay, 
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Affimiiiig none so fit to crown 
Such honor'd brows as they, 

Thj cause with zeal we shall defend, 

And with convincing power ; 
For why should not the virgin's friend 

Be crown'd with virgin 's bower 1 

Spring of 1793. 

ON RECEIVING HETNE'S YIROIL 

FBOM MR. HATLCT. 

I SBOULD have deem'd it once an effort vain 
To sweeten more sweet Maro's matchless strain. 
But ftom that error now behold me free, 
Since I received him as a gift from thee. 



STANZAS, 

ADDRESSED TO LAD7 HESKBTH, BT A LADT, 

ikrttMfiitNf a Poem of Mr, Cowper'o, lont to the WrUefi 
on to niiti on oho tkotUd neither gkow it nor take mtoff. 

What wonder I if my wavering hand 

Had dared to disobey, 
When Hesketh gave a harsh command, 

And Cowper led astray. 

Then take this tempting gift of thine. 

By pen uncopied yet ! 
But canst thou Memoiy confine, 

Or teach me to forget 1 

More lasting than the touch of art, 

Her characters remain ; 
When written by a feeling heart 

On tablets of the brain. 
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COWPER'S REPLY. 

To be remember'd thus is fkme, 

And in the first degree; 
And did the few, like her, the same, 

The press might rest for me. 

So Homer, in the mem'ry stored 
Of many a Grecian belle. 

Was once preserved — a richer hoard, 
But never lodged so well. 



UNES ADDRESSED TO MISS THEODORA 
JANE COWPER. 

William was once a bashful youth, 

His modesty was such, 
That one might say, to say the troth, 

He rather had too much. 

Some said that it was want of sense, 

And others, want of spirit, 
(So blest a thmg is impudence,) 

While others could not bear it 

But some a different notion had, 

And at each other winking, 
Observed, that though he Kttfe said. 

He paid it off with thinking. 

However, it happened, by degrees, 

He mended, and grew better, 
In company grew more at ease. 

And dress'd a little smarter ; 

Nay, now and then, could look quite gay, 
As other people do ; 
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And Bometimes said, or tried to saj, 
A witty thing or so. 

He eyed the women, and made free 

To comment on thdr shapes, 
So that there was, or seemed to be, 

No fear of a relapse. 

The women said, who thought him rough, 

But now no longer foolish, 
" The creature might do well enough, 

But wants a deal of polish." 

At length improved from head to heel, 

"Twas scarce too much to say, 
No dancing beau was so genteel. 

Or half so degage. 

Now that a miracle so strange 

May not in vain be shown. 
Let the dear maid who wrought tin change 

E'en claim him for her own ! 



TO THE SAME. 

How quick the change from joy to wo, 
How chequer'd is our lot below! 
Seldom we view the prospect fhir ; 
Dark clouds oi sorrow, pain, and care, 
(Some pleasing intervals between,) 
Scowl over more than half the scene. 
Last week with Delia, gentle maid ! 
Far hence in happier fields I strayed. 
Five suns successive rose and set,' 
And saw no monarch in his state, 
Wrapt in the blaze of majesty, 
So fr^t from everv care as I. 
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Next day the scene was overcast- 
Such day till then I never pass'd, — 
For on that day, relentless fate ! 
Delia and I must separate. 
Yet ere we look'd our last farewell, 
From her dear lips this comfort fell,— 
" Fear not that time, where'er we rove, 
Or ahsence^ shall abate my love." 



LINES ON A SLEEPINO INFANT. 

Sweet babe ! whose image here expressed 
Does thy peaceful slumbers show ; 

Quilt or fear, to break thy rest, 
Never did thy spirit know. 

Soothing slumbers! soft repose, 
Such as mock the painter's skill, 

Such as innocence bestows, 
Harmless infant! lull thee still. 



LINES. 

Oh ! to some distant scene, a willing exile 
From the wild roar of this busy world. 
Were it my fate with Delia to retire, 
With her to wander through the sylvan shade. 
Each mom, or o'er the moss-embrowned tur^ 
Where, blest as the prime parents of mankind 
In their own EUlen, we would envy none. 
But, greatly pitying whom the world calls happy, 
Gently spin out the silken thread of life I 
vol.. II. 10 
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INSCRIPTION FOR A MOSS-HOUSE IN 
THE SHRUBBERY AT WESTON. 

Herb, ftee from riot's hated noise, 
Be mine, ye calmer, purer joys, 

A book or friend bestows; 
Far from the storms that shake the great, 
Contentment's gala shall fan my seat, 

And sweeten my repose. 



LINES ON THE DEATH OF SIR WILLIAM 
RUSSEL. 

Doom'd, as I am, in solitude to waste 
The present moments, and regret the past; 
DepriTed of every joy I valued most. 
My friend torn from me, and my mistress lost; 
Call not this gloom I wear, this anxious mein, 
The dull effect of humor, or of spleen ! 
Still, still, I mourn, with each returning day, 
Him* snatoh'd by fate in early youth away ; 
And her — thro' tedious years of doubt and pain, 
Fix'd in her choice, and faithful — but in vain ! 
O prone to pity, generous, and sincere. 
Whose eye ne'er yet refus'd the wreteh a tear; 
Whose heart the real claim of friendship knows 
Nor thinks a lover's are but fancied woes ; 
See me — ere yet my destin'd course half done, 
Cast forth a wand'rer on a world unknown ! 
See me neglected on the world's rude coast, 
Each dear companion of my voyage lost ! 
Nor ask why clouds of sorrow shade my brow, 
And ready tears wait only leave to flow ! 

* Sir William Rossel, the favorite fKend of the yomig 
|)oet. 
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Why all that soothes a heart ftom anguish free, 
All that delights the happy— palb with me ! 



ON THE fflGH PRICE OP PISH. 

Cocoa-nut naught, 
Pish too dear, 
None must be bought 
Por us that are here : 

No lobster on earth, 
That ever I saw, 
To me would be worth 
Sixpence a claw. 

So, dear madam, wait 
Till fish can be got 
At a reas'nable rate, 
Whether lobster or not ; 

Tin the Prench and the Dutch 
Have quitted the seas, 
And then send as much 
And as oft as you please. 



TO MRS. NEWTON. 

A NOBLE theme demands a noble verse, 
In such I thank you for your fine ojstert. 
The barrel was magnificently large, 
But, being sent to Olney at free charge, 
Was not inserted in the driver's list. 
And therefore overlook'd, forgot, or miss*d ; 
Pot, when the messenger whom we despatch 'd 
Inquired for oysters, Hob his noddle scratched ; 
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Denying that his wagon or his wain 
Did any such commodity contain. % 
In consequence of which, your welcome boon 
Did not arrive till yesterday at noon ; 
In consequence of which some chanc'd to die, 
And some, though very sweet, were very dry. 
Now Madam says, (and what she says must still 
Deserve attention, say she what she will,) 
That what we call the diligence, he-case 
It goes to London with a swifter pace. 
Would better suit the carriage of your gift, 
Returning downward with a pace as swift ; 
And therefore recommends it with this aim — 
To save at least three days, — the price the same ; 
For though it will not carry or convey [may. 
For less than twelve pence, send whatever yoa 
For oyster bred upon the salt sea-shore, 
Pack'd in a barrel, they will charge no more. 

News have I none that I can deign to write, 
Save that it rain'd prodigiously last night ; 
And that ourselves were, at the seventh hour, 
Caught in the first beginning of the show'r ; 
But walking, running, and with much ado. 
Got home— just time enough to be wet through, 
Yet both are well, and, wond'rous to be told. 
Soused as we were, we yet have caught no cold ; 
And wishing just the same good hap to you, 
We say, good Madam, and good Sir, adieu ! 



VERSES PRINTED BY HIMSELF ON 
FLOOD AT OLNEY. 

To watch the storms, and hear the sky 
Give all our almanacks the lie; 
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To shake with cold, and see the plains 
In autumn drown'd with wintij rains ; 
Tis thus I spend my moments here, 
And wish myself a Dutch mynheer ; 
I then should have no need of wit ; 
For lumpish Hollander unfit ! 
Nor should I then repine at mud, 
Or meadows deluged with a flood ; 
But in a hog live well content, 
And find it just my element ; 
Should be a clod, and not a man ; 
Nor wish in vain for Sister Ann, 
With charitable aid to drag 
My mind out of its proper quag ; 
Should have the genius of a boor, 
And no ambition to have more. 



EXTRACT PROM A SUNDAY-SCHOOL 
HYMN. 

Hear, Lord, the song of praise and praj'r, 

In heaven, thy dwelling-place, 
Prom infants, made the public care. 

And taught to seek thy face 1 

Thanks for thy word, and for thy day, 

And grant us, we impbre, 
Never to waste in sinful play 

Thy holy sabbaths more. 

Thanks that we hear — but, oh ! impart 

To each desires sincere. 
That we may listen with our heart, 

And learn, as well as hear. 
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ON THE RECEIPT OP A HAMPER. 

(in the manner of homer.) 

The itraw-Btaff'd hamper with its ruthless steel 
He open'd, cutting sheer th' inserted cords 
Which bound the lid and lip secure. Foith 

came 
The rustling package first, bright straw of wheat, 
Or oats, or barley ; next a bottle green 
Throat-full, clear spirits the contents, distiU'd 
Drop after drop odorous, by the art 
Of the fair mother of his friend— the Rose. 



ON THE PiEGLECT OF HOSIER. 

Could Homer come himself, distress'd and poor, 
And tune his harp at Rhedicina's door, 
The lich old vixen would exclaim, (I fear,) 
" Begone ! no tramper gets a farthing here." 



PRBLDimART REMARKS 

OM 

THE OLNEY HYMNS. 



Befoke we enter on the subject of these 
hymns, it will not perhaps be thought 4UUQ- 
teresting to present the reader >yith a bri^ 
historical account of Psalmody, and to detail 
the circumstances which first gave rise ^o a 
metrical version of the Psalms of Dav^. 
We shall extract the information principally 
from " Warton's History of English Poetry." 
Sir John Hawkins may also be consulted on 
the same subject.* 

. The praise of having first effected a metric 
cal version of the Psalms is to be assigned 
to France. About the year 1540, Clement 
Marot, valet of the bedchamber to Francis I^ 
was the favorite poet of France. Being tired 
of the vanities of profane poetry, and anxious 
to raise the tone of public taste and feeling, 
he attempted a version of the Psalms into 
French rhyme, aided by Theodore Beza, and 
encouraged by the Professor of Hebrew in 
the University of Paris. This translation, 
not aiming at any innovation in the public 

♦ History of Music. 
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worship, received the sanction of the Sor- 
bonne, as containing nothing contrary to 
sound doctrine. Solicitous to justify thi3 
new application of his poetical powers, Ma- 
rot expatiates in his dedication on the supe- 
rior claims of sacred poetry, and observes 
** that the golden age would now be restored, 
when we should see the peasant at his plough, 
the carman in the streets, and the mechanic 
in his shop, solacing their toils with psalms 
and canticles; and the shepherd and shep- 
herdess, reposing in the shade, and teach- 
ing the rocks to echo the name of the Cre- 
ator."* 

This version soon ecb'psed the brilliancy 
of his madigrals and sonnets. In the festive 
and splendid court of Francis I. of a sudden 
nothing was heard but the psalms of Cle- 
ment Marot By each of the royal family 
and the principal nobility of the court, a 
psalm was chosen, and adapted to a popular 
ballad tune. 

Calvin soon discovered what a powerful 
auxiliary psalm-singing might prove to the 

* Le Laboorenr a sa chami^, 
Le Charretier parmy le rue, 
£t PArtisan ea sa boutique, 
Ayecques un Pseaume ou Gantiqiie, 
En son lia>oar se soulager. 
Heureux qui orra le Berger 
Et la Bergere au bois estans, 
Fair que rochers et estangs 
Aprea eux chantent la hauteur 
Du aalnct nom de Createur. 

Clsmbmt Maiiot. 
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'eformed religion, and immediately intro- 
duced Marot's version into his congregation 
At Geneva. Ther were adapted to plain and 
easy melodies* by Guillaume de Franc, and 
l>ecame a characteristic badge of the newly- 
^ established worship. Germany next caught 
the sacred ardor, and the choral mode of ser- 
vice yielded to the attractive and popular 
character of a devotional melody, in which 
jdl might join, without distinction of rank or 
character. Psalm-singing being thus asso- 
ciated with the Reformed religion, became 
interdicted to the Catholics under the most 
severe penalties. 

This predilection for sacred song soon 
reached England. Previously however to 
this event. Sir Thomas Wyatt and the cel- 
ebrated Lord Surrey had translated portions 
of the Psalms into metre. We subjoin a 
brief specimen from each of these writers, 
as illustrating the style and poetical preten^ 
dons of that early period of English litera- 
kore. 

Psalm xxxii. — Beati quorum^ <f«. 

Oh ! happy ^re they that have forgiveness got 
Of their offence, not by their penitence, 
As by merit, which recompenseth not ; 
Although that yet pardon hath not offence 
Without the same, but by the goodness 

* This mode of adaptation may be seen in tiie ** Godly 
and fipiritoal SoogB,** &C., printed at Edinburgh in 1507, 
■nd repriatad tbare in laOL— P«r4(. 
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Of him that hath perfect inteUigence, 
Of heart contrite^ and covereth the greatness 
Of sin within a mercifUl discharge. — 
And happy is he to whom God doth impute 
No more his faults, by 'knowledging his sin : 
But cleansed now the Lord doth him repute. 
Sir Thmnaa WyaU. 

Psalm viil LORD, WHAT IS MAN 1 

But yet among all these I ask, " What thing is 

manr 
Whose turn to serve in his poor need this work 

Thou first began. 
Or what is Adam's son that bears his father's 
^ mark 1 

For whose delight and comfort eke Thou has 

wrought all this work. 
1 see thou mind'st him much, that dost reward 

himso: 
Being but earth, to rule the earth, where<m him- 
self doth go. 
From angels' substance eke Thou mad'st him 

differ small ; 
Save one doth change his life awhile ; the othes 

not at all. 
The sun and moon also Thou mad'st to give him 

light; 
And each one of the wandering stairs to twinkle 

sparkles bright. 
The air to give him breath ; the water for his 

health ; 
The earth to bring forth grain and 'fhiit, for to 

increase his wealth. 

Earl qf ^urrtijf. 
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Sir Thomas Wyatt versified the seven 
Penitential Psalms, and died in 1642. The 
Earl of Surrey honored his memory and w* 
tues by three sonnets. Five years after- 
wards this distinguished and highly-gifted 
nobleman fell a victim to the tyranny of 
Henry VIII., and was beheaded, in the year 
1647. He has left a version of the*ightii 
fifty-fifth, seventy-thurd, and eighty-eighth 
Paalms.* 

The versification of Stemhold and Hop- 
kins, the first that was ever used in tho 
Church of England, next demands our at- 
tention. Sternhold was groom of the robes 
to Henry VIII. It is singular that both in 
France and England we are indebted to lay- 
men and court poets for the introduction of 
what subsequently became so characteristic 
a feature in the reformed worship. Stem- 
hold composed fifty-one Psalms, and dedi- 
cated his version to King Edward VI. Uin 
coadjutor in this undertaking was John 
Hopkins, a clergyman and school-master, in 
Suffolk. His poetry is rather of a higher 
order than that of Sternhold He translated 
fifty-eight Psalms. To the above may bo 
added the names of William Whyttingham, 
Dean of Durham, who added sixteen Psalms. 
The hundredth and hundred and ninteenth 



* Tliere is also a fragment of a comment on the Serm 
Penitential Psalms, in English verse, attributed to Dr. 
Alcock, Bishop of Ely, the founder of Jesus CSoUege, 
Oamteidge. 
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Psalms were included in this number. The 
rest were contributed by Robert Wisdome, 
Archdeacon of Ely ; by William Hethe, a 
Scotch divine; John PuUain, and Thomas 
Churchyard, one of the pages of the Earl of 
Surrey. The entire version of the Psalter 
was at length published by John Day, iu 
1662, JRached for the first time to the Com- 
mon Prayer, and entitled, " The whole Booke 
of Psalmes, collected into English metre, by 
J. Stemhold, J. Hopkins, and others, con- 
ferred with the Ebrue, with apt Notes to smg 
them withall." 

They are believed to contain some of the 
original melodies composed by French and 
German musicians. Many of them are the 
tunes of Gondinel and Le Jeune, who are 
among the first composers of Marot's French 
psalms. Not a few were probably imported 
by the Protestant refugees from Flanders, 
who fied into England from the persecution 
of the Duke of Alva. Some of our own 
musicians, such as Marbeck, Tallis, Tye, 
Parsons, and Munday, are supposed to have 
contributed their talents towards this under- 
taking. 

We insert a few extracts from the original 
version, which in this refined age will appear 
rather ludicrous, and unsuited to the dignity 
of sacred poetry. 
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Psalm Ixxxiv. 12. 

Why doost withdraws thy hand abatk, 
And hide it in thy lappe 1 
O plucke it out, and be not slack 
To gire thy foes a rappe ! 

Psalm Ixviii. 37. 

For why 1 their hearts were nothing bent, 
To him nor to his trade. 

The miraculous march of Jehovah before 
the Israelites, through the wilderness, is thus 
represented by Stemhold. 

Psalm IxviiL 

When thou didst inarch before thy folk, 

The Egyptians fh>in among, 
And brought them from the wilderness, 

Which was both loide and long : 

The earth did quake, the raine pourde downe, 
Heard were great daps of thunder ; 

The mount Sinai shooke in such a sorte, 
As it would cleave in sunder. 

Thy heritage with drops of rain 

Abundantly was waaht ; 
And if 80 be it barren was, 

By thee it was refretM. 

God's army is two millions, 

Of warriors good and strong, 
The Lord also in Sinai 

Is present them among. ^ , 
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Though this version has undergone many 
revisions, yet we fully agree with Warton, 
that its continued use is discreditable to the 
Church of England.'" The translation, in its 
genuine and unsophisticated state, may justly 
indeed be considered, as he observes, no in^ 
considerable monument of our ancient liter- 
. ature, if not of our ancient poetry ; and Ful- 
ler, likewise, remarks, ^ Match these verses 
for their ages, they shall go abreast with the 
bciAt poems of those times." Still the spirit 
of the present age demands a higher stand- 
ard both of poetical taste and devotional 
piety. They are too bald and jejune. The 
public feeling requires a more luminous ex- 
hibition of the great truths of the gospel, 
and a more experimental mode of delineating 
the trials and conflicts of the Christian war- 
fare. No man has accomplished this impor- 
tant task more successfully than Watts. He 
has united the inspiration of poetry with the 
hallowed fire from the altar; and we hesitate 
not to assert, that if Watts had been a church- 
man, his version would have been in univer- 
sal repute among us. It is already incorpo- 
rated with most of the modern selections, 
where there is a return to the doctrines of 
the Reformation; and Stemhold and Hop- 

* Warton^B censure is expreaaed in very vtrong latt> 
goage. ^To the disgrace of sacred music, sacred poetry, 
and our established worship, these Psalms still continue 
to be tung in the Church of England.** See Historjf cf 
BngUsh Poetry rol IL p. 481. 
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kins are booming increasingly unsaited to 
the advancing spirit of religious inquiry. 

It was this conviction that induced New- 
ton, in the year 1771, to engage in the com- 
positioQ of the Olney Hymns. They were 
designed to be the joint contribution of New- 
ton and Cowper, but the morbid depression 
of the poet prevented the fulfilment of his 
share of the engagement The total number 
contributed by Cowper has been variously 
stated. Hayley estimates it at sixty-ei^t. 
Other biographers have considerably reduced 
the amount. Some editions assign sixty- 
three ; others insert sixty-five. There is at 
present no uniform standard, nor is there, to 
the best of our judgment, one single edition 
entitled to the credit of correctness.t We 
trust that we have the means of deciding 
this controverted subject So far as the 
original edition, now lying before us, pub- 
lished, under the superintendence of Newton 
himself, by Johnson, the bookseller, and bear- 
ing the date of 1779, may be considered as 
the most authentic guide and criterion, we 
are enabled to state that the original number, 
distinguished by the initial letter C (Cow- 
per's signature), is sixty-sevei;!. If to the 
above we add a hymn not inserted in New- 
ton's original edition, because subsequently 
composed, but which we have been enabled 

• One edition imputes two hymns of Newton's to Cow- 
per, by mistaking the numorical letter C for the initial 
eCCowper'ki 



160 PKBLIMIKART B£MABX8 

to aathenticate as the production of Cowper, 
the total number, entitled to be ascribed to 
his pen, is sixty-eight The hymn that we 
allode to begins, 

" To Jesus, the crown of my hope." 

It has already appeared before the public in 
some modem selections. 

Of these hymns two were written at the 
period of Cowper's recovery at St Albans, 
when his mind had received those gracious 
impressions which so powerfully influenced 
his future principles and writings. The first 
which Cowper ever composed was in allusion 
to this event It is entitled ^The Happy 
Change,** and begins with the words, 

" How bless'd thy creature is, O God." 

The second was written when he contempla- 
ted retiring from the busy world. It is the 
beautiful and admired hymn, 

" Par firom the worid, O Lord, I flee." 

It may be interesting to the reader to learn, 
from concurring sources of information, that 
the celebrated hymn commencing with 

" God moves in a mysterious way,** 

was the last in the collection that he com* 
posed, and that it was written on the eve of 
that afflicting malady, which, occurring in 
Jan., 1773, suspended his powers for nearly 
seven successive years, though his ^sone- 
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spondence was partially resumed with Mr. 
Hill and Mr. Unwin, from the year 1776. It 
was during a solitary walk in the fields that 
he had a presentiment of his approaching at- 
tack, and it is to this remarkable impression 
that we owe the origin of the above admired 
composition. 

This hymn acquires a peculiar interest 
from the above incident as well as from the 
unshaken faith and submission which it incul* 
cates under the darkest dispensations. It 
seems as if God were giving him a chart of 
the voyage through those seas of trouble 
which he was about to navigate. No man 
could hav^ written this hymn unless under 
the influence of a real or supposed special 
dispensation ; and one end perhaps designed 
by it was, that Cowper should not only con- 
vey instruction to his own mind, but be made 
the instrument of consoling others. Pew 
hymns have been more admired or more fre« 
quently quoted. It stands pre-eminent in that 
class which refer to the mysterious dealings 
of God, and is singularly qualified to invig- 
orate the faith, to check the speculations of 
finite reason, and to lead the suiferer to re- 
pose on the unerring wisdom and goodness 
of God. 

We must be careful, at the same time, how 
we reason on these subjects. That impres- 
sions of approaching trials may be sent from 
God, and subsequently be realised, we are by 
no means prepared to deny ; but that they are 
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often the occasion of fulfilling themselves, by 
acting strongly on a nervous temperament, 
we stUl more firmly believe. Again, that 
they frequently exist, and are not confirmed 
by the result, is well known. On the whole, 
we think reason as well as Scripture militates 
strongly against the doctrine of impresaiona. 
There is often an order and progression in 
them which, if minutely traced, prove their 
fallacy. Anxiety first suggests fear. A too 
great sensitiveness of feeling, an excursive 
imagination, and the want of a more vigorous 
exercise of faith next invest what was only 
imaginary, with reality. It thus acquires «r 
form and existence, next expands into mag- 
nitude, and then rises into the power and asi- 
cendancy of an absorbing idea; till, by a final 
deception, the impression is attributed to a 
divine hand. But who does not see that it is 
more justly to be ascribed to morbid sensi- 
bility, to nervous excitement, and, most of all, 
to the want of a firmer confidence in the 
power and goodness of Grod ? The language 
of Scripture is decidedly opposed to the th^ 
ory of impressions. The Bible directs ua 
never to indulge in anticipations of evil, and 
to " take no thought for the morrow." An 
habitual trust in a superintending Providence 
will ever prove to be the best preservative 
against imaginary or real evil, and will fill 
the mind with the sweet calm of a holy and 
abiding peace. 

In returning to t^ie subject of the Olney 
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HyrnoB, wp may remark that those contrib- 
uted by Cowper are, with some few excep- 
lions, distinguished by excellences of no com- 
mon kind To the grace and beauty of po- 
etical composition, they unite the sublimity 
©f religious sentiment, and the tenderness 
and fervor of devotional feeling. The nearer 
approaches to the Deity, which constitute the 
communion of the soul with God, and in which 
the believer is able to contemplate him as a 
reconciled Father in Christ Jesus; the sufl^ 
ciency of divine grace to pardon all our sins, 
and to renew and sanctify the soul ; the as- 
pirations of prayer for the attainment of these 
Ues^gs, and the song of praise in the coa. 
, veiousness of their enjoyment ; the faith that 
reposes every care on his promises, and re- 
alizes their covenanted truth; such are the 
subjects on which Cowper delig^its to dwell 
with a fervor which gives new wings to our 
devotion, and raises us above the enfeebling 
vanity of earthly things. 

To specify all the hymns which lay claim 
to our admiration, would far exceed the limits 
of our plan, and interfere with the judgment 
and discrimination of the reader. We cannoti 
however, avoid referring to the following;^ 
**0 for a closer walk with God;" " Ere God 
had built the mountains ;" " The Lord will 
happiness divine ;" " There is a fountain fill'd 
with blood ;" " Hark, my soul, it is the Lord f 
" God of my life, to thee I call ;" and espe- 
cially, " The billows swell, the winds are 
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high.** There is a character of experimenUl 
piety pervading the hymns of Cowper, which 
singularly adapts them to meet tlie feeliugs 
of the contemplative or tried Christian. The 
deeper add more secret emotions of the soul; 
the vicissitudes of joy and sorrow; the fears 
that depress, and the hopes that soothe and 
tranquillize the mind, are treated with a fidel^ 
ity and pathos, that render Cowper emphati- 
eally the poet of the heart His hymns pos- 
sess one peculiar feattire which powerfully 
engages our sympathies. They disclose the 
inward recesses, and deep exercises of his 
own mind. But the sorrows of Cowper are 
now ended. Every trace is obliterated, ex- 
cept the record of them which is stamped on « 
his interesting page. He has entered within 
the vail, where the mysterious dispensations 
of Providence, which once cast their deep 
shade on his chequered path, are vindicated 
and explained. He has joined ^ the general as- 
sembly and church of the first-bom, which are 
written in heaven, and an innumerable com- 
pany of angels, and Grod, the judge of all, and 
the spirits of just men made perfect, and Jesus, 
the Mediator of the new covenant" There, 
ft'eed from the sorrows and finite conceptions 
of erring reason, he unites with the redeemed 
of the Lord in that nobler song of praise, " Unto 
Him that loved us, and washed us from our sins 
In his own blood, and hath made us kings and 
priests unto God and his Father; to him be 
glory and dominion forever and ever. Amen. 



THE OLNEY HYMNS. 



I. WALKING WITH GOD.— G^en. v. 24.- 

Oh ! for a closer walk with God, 
A calm and heavenly frame ; 

A light to shine upon the road . 
That leads me to the Lamb ! 

Where is the blessedness I knew 

When first I saw the Lord 1 
Where is the soul-refreshing view 

Of Jesus and his word 1 

What peaceful hours I once enjoy'd I 
How sweet their memoiy still ! 

But they have left an aching void, 
The world can never fill. 

Return, O holy Dove, return ! 

Sweet messenger of rest : 
I hate the sins that made thee mourn, 

And drove thee from my breast. 

The dearest idol I have known. 

Whatever that idol be, 
Help me to tear it from thy throne, 

And worship only thee. 

So shall my walk be close with God, 
Calm and serene my frame : 
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80 purer light shall mark the road 
That leads me to the Lamb. 



II. J^OVAH-JIREH. THE LORD Wltl* 
PROVIDE.— G?en. xxii 14. 

The saints should never be dismay'd, 

Nor sink in hopeless fear ; 
For when they least expect his aid, 

The SaTiour will appear. , 

This Abraham found : he raised the knift > 

Ood saw, and said, " Forbear ! 
Ton ram shall yield his meaner life ; 

Behold the victim there." 

Once David seem'd SauFs certain prey; 

But hark ! the foe's at hand ;* 
Saul turns his arms another way, 

To save the invaded land. 

When Jonah sunk beneath the wave, 

He thought to rise no more ;t 
But God prepared a fish to save, 

And bear him to the shore. 

Blest proofe of power and grace divine, 

That meet us in his word ! 
May every deep-felt care of mine 

Be trusted with the Lord. 

Wait for his seasonable aid. 

And though it tarry, wait : 
The promise may be long delay'd, 

But cannot come too late. 

* 1 Sun. xxiil. 87. f Jonah i. 17. 
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III. JEHOVAH-ROPHI. I AM THE LORD 
THAT HEALETH TUEE.—Exod. ty, 26. 

BLeal us, Emmanuel, here we arC} 

Waiting to feel thy touch : 
Deep-wounded souls to thee repair, 

And, Saviour, we are such. 

Our faith is fbehle, we confess, 

We faintly trust thy word ; 
But wilt thou pity us the less % 

Be that far from thee, Lord ! 

Rememher him who once applied, 

With trembling, for relief; 
" Lord, I beUeve," with tears he cried,* 

" Oh, help my unbeUef !" 

She too, who touch'd thee in the press. 

And healing virtue stole, 
Was answer'd, " Daughter, go in peace,f 

Thy faith hath made thee whole/^ 

ConceaFd amid the gathering throng, 
She would have shunn'd thy view j 

And if her faith was firm and strong, 
Had strong misgivings too. 

Like her, with hopes and fears we come. 
To touch thee, if we may, ^ 

Oh ! send us not despairing home. 
Send none unhealed away. 

*Markix.34. tMarkT.34. 
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IV. JEHOVAH-NISSI. THE LORD MY 
BANNEK,--Exod. xviL 16. 

Bt whom was David taught 

To aim the deadly hlow, 
When he Goliath fought, 
And laid the Gittite low 1 
Nor sword nor spear the stripling took, 
But chose a pebhle from the brook. 

'Twas Israel's God and king 
Who sent him to the fight ; 
Who gave him strength to sling, 
And skill to aim aright. 
Ye feeble saints, your strength endures, 
Because young David's Gtod is yours. 

Who order'd Gideon forth, 

To storm the invaders' camp. 
With anns of little worth, 
A pitcher and a lamp 1 ♦ 
The trumpets made his coming known, 
And all the host was overthrown. 

Oh ! I have seen the day, 

When, with a single word, 
Gk>d helping me to say, 
My trust is in the Lord, 
My soul hath quell'd a thousand foes, 
Fearless of all that could oppose. 

But unbelief, self-will, 
Self-righteousness, and pride, 

How often ^ they steal 
My weapon from my side ! 

* Jadges vii. 9 and SQL 
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Yet ]>aTid's Lord» and Gldeon'i ftiend, 
Will help his serranl to the end. 



V. JEHOVAH-SHALOM. THE LORD 
SEND PEACE.— Jud^etri 94. 

Jbsui, whese blood so freelj stream'd, 

To satisfy the law's demand ; 
By thee from guilt and wrath ledeem'd, 

Before the Father's face I stand. 

To reconcile offeading man, 
Make Justice drop her angry rod ; 

What creature could have form'd the plan, 
Or who fulfil it but a Qodl 

No dn>p remains of all the cursC} 
For wretches who deserved the whole ; 

No arrows dipt in wrath to inerce 
The guilty but returning souL 

Peace by such means so dearly bought, 
What rebel could have hoped to seel 

Peace, by his injured Sovereign wrought, 
His Sovereign fhsten'd to a tree. 

Now, Lord, thy feeble worm prepare ! 

For strife vdth earth and hell begins ; 
^^'onfinii and gird me for the war, 

They hate the soul that hates his 



Let them in horrid league agree I 
They may assault, they may distress ; 

But eannot quench thy love to me, 
Nor rob me of the Lord, my peace. 
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VI. WISDOM.-~/*roi>. Tlii. W-M. 

Ere Qod had built the mountaixui, 

Or raised the fruitful hills ; 
Before he fill'd the fountains 

That &ed the running rilis; 
In me, from everlasting) 

The wonderful I AM, 
Found pleasures never-wasting, 

And Wisdom is my name. 

When, Uke a tent to dwell in, 

He spread the skies abroad, 
And swathed about the swelling 

Of Ocean's mighty flood ; 
He wrought by weight and measure, 

And I was with him then : 
Myself the father's pleasure, 

And mine the sons of men. 

Thus Wisdom's words discorer 

Thy glory and thy grace. 
Thou everlasting lover 

Of our unworthy race I 
Thy gracious eye survey'd us 

Ere stars were seen above ; 
In wisdom thou hast made us. 

And died for us in love. 

And couldst thou be delighted 

With creatures such as we, 
Who, when we saw thee, slighted 

And nail'd thee to a treel 
Unfathomable wonder, 

And mystery divine ! 
The voice that speaks in thunderi 

Says, " Sinner, I am thine I" 
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VII. VANITY OP THE WORLD. 
Ooo gives his mercies to be spent • 

Tour hoard wiU do jr<H,y goul no good ; 
OoM 18 a blessing onfy lent, 

Repaid by giving others food. 

The worW's esteem is but a bribe, 

To buy their peace you seU your own; 
Thedave of a vain-glorious tribe, 

mo hate you while they make you known. 
The joy that vain amusements give, 

Oh ! sad conctasion that it brings! 
The honey of a crowded hive, 

Defended by a thousand sthigs. 

Tis thus the world rewards the fools 
That Kve upon her treacherous smiles • 

She leads them blindfold by her rules 
And ruins all whom she beguiles. ' 

God knows the thousands who go down 

J'rom pleasure into endless woe j 
And with a long despairing groan ' 

Blaspheme their Maker as they go. 

O fearful thought ! be timely wise : 
Delight but in a Saviour^g charm., 

And God shall take you to the skies, 
Embraced in everlasting arms. 

Vm. O LORD, I WILL PRAISE THEE.- 
Isaiah xii. 1. 
I WILL praise thee cVeiy day 
Now thine anger's turned away! 



Oomibrtablfi thoogfato arise 
From the bleeding Sacrifice. 

Hera in the fiur goepel-field, 
WeDe of free lalvatbn yield 
StnauM of lift, a plenteous store, 
And mj soul shall thirst no moie. 

Jems is become at length 
My salvation and my strength; 
And his praises shall prolong, 
While I five, my pleasant song. 

Praise ye then his glorious name, 
PabUsh his exalted fame ! 
Still his worth your praise exceeds, 
Excellent are all his deeds. 

Raise again the joyful sound, 
Let the nations roll it round ! 
Zion, shout, for this is he, 
God the Sayiour dwells in thee ! 



IX. THE CONTRITE HE ART.-/«iw* Im 16. 

THCXord will happiness divine 

On contrite hearts bestow ; . 
Then tell me, gradous God, is mine 

A contrite heart or no 1 

I hear, but seem to hear in vain, 

Insensible as steel ; 
If aught is felt, 'tis only pain 

To find I c(^lnot fbeL 

I sometimes think myself inclined 
To loye thee, if I could ; 
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But often feel another mind, 
Averse to all that's good. 

My best desires are fkint and few, 

I fein would strtre fer more ; 
But when I cry, " My strength renew/' 

Seem weaker than before. 

niy saints are comferted, I know, 

And lo¥e thy house of prayer; 
I therefore go where others go, 

But find no comfort there. 

O make this heart rejoice or ache ; 

Dedde this doabt for me ; 
And if it be not broken, break, 

And heal it if it be. 



X. THE FUTURE PEACE AND OLORT 
OP THE CHURCH.— /«wafc ix. 16—30. 

Hear what GK>d the Lord hath spoken, 
" O my people, feint and few. 
Comfortless, afflicted, broken. 
Fab abodes I build for you ; 
Thorns of heart-felt tribulation 
Shall no more perplex your ways : 
Tou shall name your walk, SaJration, 
And your gates shall all be praise. 

" There, like streams that feed the garden. 
Pleasures without end shall flow ; 
For the Lord, your feith rewarding. 
All his bounty shall bestow; 
Stfll in undistttrb'd possession 
Peace and righteousness shall reign ; 
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Never ■hall yoa feel appveMMMi, 
Hear the vdce of war again. 

" Te no more your sons deicending. 
Waning moons no more shall see; 
But, your gaeft finever ending, 
Find eternal noon in me ; 
Ood shall rise, and shining o'er yoa, 
Change to day the gloom of night; 
He, the Lord, shaU be yoor glory, 
Ood your ererlasting l^ht" 



XL JEHOVAH OUR RIOHTKOUSNKSS.- 
Jtr, xxiiL 6. 

Mt Gk>d, how perfect are thy ways I 

But mine polluted are; 
Sin twines itself about my praise, 

And slides into my prayer. 

When I would speak what thou hast done, 

To sare me firom my sin, 
I cannot make thy mercies know^. 

But self-applause creeps in. 

Diyine desire, that holy flame 

Thy grace creates in me ; 
Alas ! impatience is its name, 

When it returns to thee. 

This heart, a fountain of vile thoughts. 

How does it overflow ! 
While self upon the surface floats. 

Still bubbling from beloW. 

Let others in the gaudy dress 
Of fkpcied merit shine ; 
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TSie L<»d shall be n^ rigbtoonsness, 
The Lord forever mine. 



XII. EPHRAIM REPENTING.— 

Jer. xixi. 18—20. • 

Mt God, till I received thy stroke, 

How like a beast was I ! 
So unaccustom'd to the yoke, 

So backward to comply. 

With grief my just reproach I beipr. 
Shame fills me at the thought ; 

How frequent my rebellions were ! 
What wickedness I wrought ! 

Thy merciful restraint I scom'd, 

And left the pleasant road ; 
Yet turn me, and I shall be tum'd 

Thou art the Lord my God. 

" Is Ephraim banish'd from my tHoughti, 

Or vile in my esteem 1 
No" saith the Lord, " with all his faults, 

I still remember him. 

" Is he a 4ear and {feasant cluld 1 

Yes, dear and pleasant still ; 
Though sin his foolish heart beguiled, 

And he withstood my will. 

" My sharp rebuke has laid him low, 

He seeks my face again *,. 
My ptj kindles at his woe, 

He shall not seek in vain." 
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XnL THE COVEN ANT.— ^«dfc. xxxn. 85-38. 

Ths Lord proclaims his grace abroad ! 
Behold I change your hearts of stone ; 
Each shall renounce his idol-god. 
And senre, hencefbith, the Lord alone. 

My grace, a flowing streami proceeds 
To wash yon fllthiness away ; 
Ye shall abhor your former deeds, 
And loam my statutes to obey. 

My truth the great design ensures, 
I ghre myself away to you ; 
You shall be mine, I will be yoma. 
Tour God unalterably true. 

Tel not unsought, or unimplored, 
The plenteous grace shall I confer ;* 
No— your whole heart shall seek the Lord, 
m put a praying Spirit there. 

From the first breath of life divine, 
Down to the last expiring hour. 
The gracious work shall all be mine. 
Begun and ended in my power. 



XIV. JEHOYAH-SHAMMAH. 

Ezek. xlviii 35. 

As birds their infant brood protect,t 
And spread their wings to shelter them, 
Thus saith the Lord to his elect, 
" So will I guard Jerusalem.'' 

♦Ver»e37. f fealah xxxU 5. 
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r i ■ ■ 1 ^ 

And wiiat then ii Jenualem, 
Thk dariiiig object of his can 1 
Where k its worth in Gk>d's esteem 1 
Who boilt it, who inhabiU therel 

Jehovah ibonded it in blood, 
The blood of his ineaniale Son; 
Tboe dwell the saints, onee ibes to God, 
The sinners whom he calk his own. 

There, though besieged on ereiy side, 
Yet much beloved and guarded well, 
From age to age they have defied 
The utmost force of earth and helL 

Let earth repent, and hell despair. 
This city has a sore defence ; 
Her name is called The Lord is there. 
And who has power to drive him theaee 1 



XV. PRAISE FOR THE FOUNTAIN 
OPENED.— .Zee. xiil 1. 

There is a fountain fill'd with blood 
Drawn from EmmanuePs veins*, 

And sinners, plunged beneath that flood, 
Lose all their guilty stains. 

The ^ring thief rejoiced to see 

That fountain in his day ; 
And there have I, as vile as he, 

Washed all my sins away. 

Dear dying Lamb, thy precious blood 

Shall never lose its power, 
Till all the ransomed chuteh of Gk>d 

Be saved to sin no more. 
Tot. u. I» 
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E'er fince, by fi^th, I eaw the rtrean 

Thy flowiqg w^iuids Hipply, 
Redeeming love has been n^ theme. 

And Bhall be till I die. 

Then in a nobles, tweeter eong, 

I'll ling thy powwr te ivre ; 
When this poor tii^ing jtummering tongne 

Liei fldknt in the grave. 

Lord, I believe thoa haet prepared 

(Unwwthy theogh I be) 
For me a blood^bonght free rewaid, 

A golden harp for me ! 

Tie Strang, and toned, for endleee yean, 
And form'd by power divine, 

To sound in God the Father's ears 
No ether name bat thine. 



XVI. THE SOWER.— Jlfaa.xiiL3. 

Tb sons of earth, prepare the ploagh, 
Break up the fallow ground ; 

The sower is gone forth to sow, 
And scatter blessings round, 

The seed that finds a stony soil. 

Shoots forth a hasty blade ; 
But ill repays the sower's toil, 

Soon wither'd, sQorch'd, and dead. 

The thorny ground is sure to balk 

All hopes of harvest there ; 
We find a tail and sickfy stalk, 

Bot not the flroitAil ear. 
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The beaten path and highway ode 

Receive the trust in vain ; 
The watchful birds the spoil divide, 

And pick up all the grain. 

But where the Lord of grace and power 

Has bless'd the happy field, 
How plenteous is the golden store 

The deep-wrought fhrrows yield ! 

Father of mercies, we have need 

Of thy preparing grace ^ 
Let the same hand that gives the seed 

Provide a fruitful place. 



XVII. THE HQUSE OP PRAYER.- 

Mark xi. 17. 

Thy mansion is the Christian's heart, 

Lord, thy dwelling-place secure ! 
Bid the unruly throng depart, 

And leave the consecrated door. 

Devoted as it is to thee, 

A thievish swarm f^requents the place ; 
They steal away my joys from me, 

And rob my Saviour of his praise. 

There, too, a sharp designing trade 
Sin, Satan, and the world maintain ; 

Nor cease to press me and persuade 
To part with ease, and purchase pain. 

I know them, and I hate their din, 

Am weary of the bustling crowd ; 
But while their voice is heard within, 

1 cannot serve thee as I would. 
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Oh ! fbr the joy thy |«eseiice ghes, 
What peace shall reign when thoa ait here ! 

Thy presence makes this den of thieves 
A cafan dehghtful house of prayer. 

And if thou make thy temple shine, 

Yet, self-abased, will I adore; 
The gold and silver are not mine, 

I give thee what was thine before. 



XVIII. LOVEST THOU MEl— Jb^bi xxL 16. 

Habk, my soul t it is the Lord : 
'TIS thy Saviour, hear his word ; 
Jesus speaks, and speaks to thee: 
** Say, poor sinner, lovert thou me 1 

** I defiver'd thee when bound, 
And when bleeding, heal'd thy wound ; 
Sought thee wandering, set thee right, 
Tum'd thy darkness into light. 

** Can a woman's tender care 
Cease towards the child she bare 1 
Yes, she may forgetfhl be, 
Yet will I remember thee. 

" Mine is an unchanging love, 
Higher than the heights above; 
Deeper than the depths beneath. 
Free and faithfUl, strong as death. 

" Thou shalt see my gloiy soon. 
When the work of grace is done ; 
Partner of my throne shalt be : — 
Say, poor smncr, lovest thou me ?" 
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Loid, it Is mj chief complaint, 
That my love is weak and faint : 
Yet I love thee and adore : 
Oh fyt grace to love thee more I 



XIX. CONTENTMENT.— PWJ. ir. U. 

Fierce paaaionB discompose the mind, 

As tempests vex the sea ; 
But cahn content and peace we find, 

When, Lord, we turn to thee. 

In vain bj reason and by role 

We tiy to bend the will; 
For none but in the Saviour's school 

Can learn the heavenly skill 

Since at his feet my soul has sat, 

ffis gracious words to hear, 
Contented with my present state, 

I cast on him my care. 

" Art thou a sinner, soul 1" he said, 
" Then how canst thou complain 1 

How light thy troubles here, if weighed 
With ererlasting pain ! 

" If thou of murmuring wouldst be cured, 
Compare thy grieft with mine ; 

Think what my love for thee endured, 
And thou wiU not repine. 

" 'TIS I appoint thy daily lot, 
And I do all things well ; 
• Thou soon shalt leave this wretched spot, 
And rise with me to dwell 
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m -^— 

« In life my grace shall strength supply, 

Prc^portion'd to thy day ; 
At death thou still shah find me nigh, 

To wipe thy tears away.** 

Thm I, who <mce my wretched days 

In Taia repinings spent, 
Tanght in my Saviour's school of grace 

Have learnt to be content. 



XX. OLD TESTAMENT GOSPEL.- 

Heb, iv. 2. 

Israel, in ancient days, 
Not only had a view 
Of Sinai in a blaze, 
Bat leam'd the €k>spel too ; 
The ^rpes and figures were a glass 
In which they saw a Saviour's fisice. 

The paschal sacrifice. 

And blood-besprinkled door,* 
Seen with enlightened eyes, 
And once applied with power, 
Would teach the need of other blood, 
To reconcile an angiy Grod. 

The Lamb, the Dove, set forth 

Wa perfect innocence,t 
Whose blood of matchless worth 
Should be the soul's defence ; 
For he who can for sin atone, 
Must have no failings of his own. 

•SnMl.zU.13. tLsv.idl.«L 
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The scape-goat on bte head* 

The people's trespass bore, 

And, to the desert led, 

Was to be seen no more \ 

In him our Surety seem'd to say, 

" Behold I bear your sins away." 

Dipt in his fellow's blood, 

The living bird went fifee jf 
The type well understood, 
Express'd the sinner's plea ; , 
Described a guilty soul enlarged, 
And by a Saviour's death discharged. 

Jesus, I love to trace. 

Throughout the sacred page, 
The footsteps of thy grace, 
The same in every age ! 
O grant that I may faithftd be 
To clearer light vouchsaftd to me ! 



XXI. SARDIS.— iZ^. iii 1—6. 

"Write to Sardis," saith the Lord, 

And write what he declares. 
He whose Spirit, and whose word, 

Upholds the seven stars : 
" All thy woik^ and ways I search. 

Find thy zeal and love decay'd ; 
Thou art cai}i*d a living church. 

But thou art cold and dead. 

" Watch, remember, seek, and strive, 
Exert thy former pains ; 

•Liv.xvl.au tLiv.xli.«j!r«- 
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Let thj tim^ cam leriTe, 
And itrengtheii ^idiat nmaiDS 

Cleanae thine heaxt, thy wcnks 
Fonner tmiM to mind recall, 

Leat mj audden atioke deeeend, 
And imike thee once for ali 

** Yet I number now in thee 

A few that are upright ; 
Theie mj fiUher'a fece ehall aee 

And walk with me in white. 
When in judgment I appear, 

They fer Bune win be confeet; 
Let my fiuthfhl servants hear. 

And woe be to the rest" 



XXn. PRAYER FOR A BLESSING OJi 
THE YOUNG. 

BfsTow, dear Lord, upon our youth 

The gift of saying grace ; 
And let the seed of sacied truth 

Fall in a fhiitfhl place. 

Grace is a plant, where'er it grows, 

Of pure and heavenly root ; 
But fiurest in the youngest shows, 

And yields the sweetest fhdt 

Ye careless ones, O hear betimes 

The voice of sovereign love ! 
Your youth is stain'd with many crimes, 

But mercy reigns above. 

True, you are young, but there's a 
Within the youngest breast ; 
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Or half the crimes which you haTe done 
Would rob you of your rest 

For you the public prayer ia made, 

Oh ! join the public prayer ! 
For you the secret tear is shed, 

O shed yourself a tear! 

We pray that you may early prove 

The Spirit's power to teach ; 
You cannot be too young to love 

That Jesus whom we preach. 



XXni. PLEADING FOR AND WITH 
YOUTH. 

Sin has undone our wretched race, 

But Jesus has restored, 
And brought the sinner face to face 

With his forgiving Lord. 

This we repeat, from year to year, 

And press upon our youth ; 
Lord, give them an attentive ear, 

Lord, save them by thy truth. 

Blessings upon the rising race ! 

Make this a happy hour, 
According to thy richest grace, 

And thine almighty power. 

We feel for your unhappy state, 

(May you regard it too,) 
And would awhile ourselves forget 

To pour out prayer for you. 

We see, though you perceive it not, 
The approaching awfUl doom ; 



r 
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O tremble at tlie solemn thought, 
And flee the wrath to come ! 

Dear SaTiour, let this new-bom year 

Spread an alarm abroad ; 
And cry in every careless ear, 

" Prepare to meet thy God !" 

XXIV. PRAYER FOR CHILDREN. 

Gracious Lord, our children tee, 
By thy mercy we are free ; 
But shall these, alas ! remain 
Subjects still of Satan's reign 1 
Israel's young ones, when of old 
Pharaoh threatened to withold,* 
Then thy messenger said, " No j 
Let the children also go." 

When the angel of the Lord, 
Drawing forth his dreadful sword, 
Slew, with an avenging hand. 
All the first-born of the land ;t 
Then the people's doors he pass'd, 
Where the bloody sign was placed ; 
Hear us, now, upon our knees, 
Plead the blood of Christ fi>r these ! 

Lord, we tremble, for we know 
How the fierce malicious foe, 
Wheeling round his watchful fli^t, 
Keeps them ever in his sight : 
Spread thy pinions, King of kings t 
Hide them safe beneath thy wings ; 
Lest the ravenous bird of prey 
Stoop, and bear the brood away. 

• Ezod. X. 9. t Exod. xiL 12. 
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XXV. JEHOVAH JESUS. 

Mt song shall bless the Lord of all, 
My praise shall climb to his abode ; 

Thee, Savioor, by that name I call, 
The great Supreme, the mighty Qod. 

Without beginniDg or decline, 
Object of faith, and not of sense ; 

Sternal ages saw him shine, 
He shines eternal ages hence. 

As orach, when in the manger laid, 

Almighty ruler of the sky. 
As when the six days' works he made 

Fill'd all the morning stars witl| joy. 

Of all the erawns Jehovah bean, 
Salvation is his dearest claim j 

That^acious sound well pleased he heaii, 
And owns Emmanuel for his name. 

A cheerfiil confidence I feely 
My well placed hopes with joy I see ; 

My bosom glows with heavenly Eeal, 
To worship him who died fof me. 

As man, he jnties my complaint. 
His power and truth are all divine | 

He lyill not fail, he cannot faint. 
Salvation's sure, and must be mine. 



. XXVI. ON OPENING A PLACE FOR 
SOCIAL PRAYER. 

Jesus ! where'er thy people meet. 
There they behold thy mercy-seat j 
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Where'er thej leek thee, thoa art found, 
And eyeiy place is hallow'd groand. 

For thoa, within no walla confined, 
Inhabiteit the hmnble mind ; 
Such ever bring thee when they come, 
And going, take thee to their home. 

Dear Shepherd of thy chosen fow ! 
Thy former mercies here renew ; 
Here to our waiting hearts proclaim 
The sweetness of thy saving name. 

Here may we prove the power of prayer, 
To strengthen faith, and sweeten care ; 
To teach oar foint desires to rise, 
And bring all heaven before oar eyes. 

Behold, at thy commanding word 
We stretch the cartain and the cord ;* 
Gome thoa and fill this wider space, « 
And bless us with a large increase. 

Lord, we are few, bat thoa art near ; 
Nor shint thine arm, nor deaf thine ear; 
Oh rend the heavens, come qaickly down. 
And make a thoasand hearts thine own ! 



XXVII. WELCOME TO THE TABLE. 

Tbis is the feast of heavenly wine 

And God invites to sap ; 
The juices of the living vine 

Were press'd to fill the cap. 

Oh ! bless the Saviour, ye that eat. 
With royal dainties fed ; 

•IaaisliUv.3. 
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Not lieaTen affords a costlier treat. 
For JeflOB is the bread. 

The miidt the lost, he calls to ^em, 

Te trembling soals appear ! 
The righteous in their own esteem 

Have no acceptance here. 

i^rproach, ye po(»r, nor dare refbse 

The banquet spread for you ; 
Dear Saviour, this is welcome news, 

Then I may venture too.. 

If guilt and sin afford a plea, 

And may obtain a place, 
Surely the Lord will welcome me, 

And I shall see his face. 



XXVin. JESUS HASTING TO SUFFER. 

The Saviour, what a noble flame 

Was kindled in his breast. 
When hasting to Jerusalem, 

He march'd before the rest t 

Good-will to men and zeal for Gkxl 

His every thought engross ; 
He longs to be baptized with blood,* 

He pants to reach the cross ! 

With all his sufferings Aill in view, 

And woes to us unknown. 
Forth to the task his spirit flew ; 

'Twas love that urged him on. 

Lord, we return thee what we can : 
Our hearts shall sound abroad 

•Liikezii.90. 
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Sahration to tike dying Man, 
And to the ruing God ! 

And while thy Heeding gloriei heie 
Engage our wondering eyes, 

We kain oar ligfater eroM to bear, 
And haiten to the ikiee^ 



XXIX. EXHORTATION TO PRAYER. 

What Tarious hindraneea we meet 
In coming to a mercy-seat ! 
Yet who diat knows the worth of prayer, 
But wishes to be often there ? 

Prayer makes the darken'd olond withdraw. 
Prayer climbs the ladder Jacob saw, 
Gives exercise to faith and love, 
Bitagi every blessing ftom above. 

Restraining prayer, We cease to fight, 
Prayer makes the Christian's armor bright ; 
And Satan trembles when he sees 
The weakest saint upon his knees. 

While Moses stood with arms spread wide. 
Success was fiwnd on IsraeFs nde ; 
But when tiirough weariness they fidPd, 
That moment Amalek prevail'd.* 

Have you no words 1 Ah ! think again. 
Words flow apace when you complain. 
And fill your fellow creature's ear 
With the sad tale of all your care. 

Were half the breaith thus vamly spent 
To Heaven in supplication sent, 

• Esodw xTiL IL 
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Tour cheerAil song would oftener be, 
" Hear what the Lord has done for me." 



XXX. THE LIGHT AND GLORY OP THE 
WORD. 

The Spirit breathes upon the Word, 
And brings the truth to sight ; 

Precepts and promises afford 
A sanctifying light. 

A glory gilds the sacred page, 

Majestic like ti^e sun ; 
It gives a light to every age, 

It gives, but borrows none. 

The hand that gave it still suppUes 

The gracious light and heat : 
His truths upon the nations rise, 

They rise, but never set. 

Let everiasting thanks be thine, 

For such a Inright display, 
As makes a world of darkness shine 

With beams of heavenly day. 

My soul rejoices to pursue 

The steps of him I love. 
Till glory breaks upon my view 

In brighter worlds above. 



XXXI. ON THE DEATH OF A MINISTER. 

His master taken from his head, 
Elisha saw him go ; 
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And in despon^ng accents said, 
*< Ah, what iniut Ivacl doV 

But he finrgot the Loid who lifts 

The heggar to the throne ; 
Nor knew, that all Elijah's gifts 

Will soon be made his own. 

What ! when a Paul has ran his coune, 

Or when ApoUos dies, 
Is Israel left without resource ? 

And have we no supplies 1 

Yes, while the dear Redeemer fiyes 
We have a boundleft store, 

And shall be fed with what he gives, 
Who lires for evermore. 



XXXII. THE SHINING LIGHT. 

Mt former hopes are fled. 

My terror now begins ; 
I feel, alas ! that I am dead 

In trespasses and sins. 

Ah, whither shall I fly ! 

I hear the thunder roar ; 
Hie law proclaims destruction nigh, 

And vengeance at the door. 

When I review my ways, 

I dread impending doom : 
But suro a firiendly whisper says, 

" Flee from the wrath to c<mie." 

I see, or think I see, 
A glimmering from aftir ; 
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A beam of day, that shines for me, 
To save me firom despair. 

Foreninner of the son,* 

It marks the jnlgrim's way.; 
I'll gaze uixm it whfle I ran, 

And watch the rising day. 



XXXm. SEEKING THE BELOTED. 

To those who know the Lord I speak, 

Is my beloved nearl 
The bridegroom of my soul t seek, 

Oh ! when will he appear 1 

Though once a man of grief and shame, 
, Yet now he fills a throne, 
And bears the greatest, sweetest name. 
That earth or heaven has known. 

GIrace flies before, and love attends 

His steps where'er he goes ; 
Though none can see him but his fliendi. 

And they were once his foes. 

He speaks — obedient to his call 

Our warm affections move : 
Did he but shine alike on all. 

Then all alike would love. 

Then bve in every heart would reign, 
And war would cease to roar; 

And cruel and bloodthirsty men 
Would thirst for blood no more. 

Such Jesus is, and such his grace, 
Oh, may he sbine on you ! 
• Psalm cxzz. 8. 
TOL. II. ^3 
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And ten lum, when yon see his ftoe, 
I long to 8 e hhn too.* 



XXXIV. THE WATTINO SOUI^ 

Brbathi ftom the gentle Kmth, O Lord, 
And cheer me ftom the north ; 

Blour on the treasnret of thy word, 
And eall the fpioet forth I 

I wkh, thou know'it, to be redgn'd. 

And wait with patient hope ; 
But hope delay'd iktigaes the mind, 

And drinks the spirit up. 

Help me toreach the distant goal, 

Confinn my feeble knee ; 
Pity the sickness of a soul 

That fiiints for love of thee. 

Cold as I feel this heart of nunc, 

Tet since I feel it so ; 
It yields some hope of life divine 

Within, however low 

I seem forsaken and akme, 

I hear the lion roar ; 
And every door is shut but one, 

And that is mercy's door. 

There, till the dear Deliverer come, 

I'll wait with humble pray'r ; 
And when he calls his exile home, 

The Lord shall find me there. 

•Cant.T.8. 
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XXXV. WELCOME CROSS. 

Tis my happiness below 

Not to five without the cross, 
Bot the Saviour's power to know, 

Sanctifying every loss ; 
Trials most and will be^Ul; 

Bat with humble &ith to see 
Love inscribed upon them all 

This is happiness to me. 

God in Israel sows the seeds 

Of affliction, pain, and tml ; 
These spring up and choke the weeds 

Which would else o'erspread the soU : 
Tri^ make the promise sweet, 

fiials give new life to prayer; 
Trials bring me to his feet, 

Lay me low, and keep me there. 

Did I meet no trials here, 

No chastisement by the way :' 
Might I not, with reason, fear 

I should prove a castaway 'i 
Bastards may escape the rod,* 

Sunk in earthly, vain delight: 
But the true-botn child of God 

Must not, would not if he might 

XXXVI. AFFLICTIONS SANCTIFIED BY 
THE WORD. 

HOW I love thy holy word, 
Thy gracious covenant, O Lord I 

It guides me in the peaceAil way ; • 

1 think upon it all the day. 

* Hebrews xU. a 
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What an the rnbiea of fhinins^ wealth. 
The ftrength of yoath, the bloom of health I 
What are all joys compared with thoae 
Thine ererlastiiig word bestows ! 

Long unafflifitMi nndinnajr^'dt •. 
In pleaaure's padi aeeiue I •tsagr'd; 
Hum mad^ me ftel thj dnatebiBg f6d,* 
And straight I tuoa'd unto mj God. 

What though it pierced my fkinting heart, 
I blew thine hand that ewuted the mait; 
It taught mj team awhile to flow, 
But saTod no from eternal woe. 

Oh t hadst thou left me unchastised, 
Thy preeept I had still despised ; • 
And still the sn^ire in secret laid, 
Had my unwary feet betray'd. 

I loTe thee, therefore, O my God, 
And breathe towards thy dear abode \ 
Where, hi thy presence fully blest, 
Tliy chosen saints forever rest. 



XXXVn. TraiMPTATION, 

The billows swell, the winds are hi^. 
Clouds overcast my wintry sky ; 
Out of the depths to thee I call,--- 
My fears are great, my length is small. 

O Lord, the |»lot's part perform. 
And guard and guide me through the 
Defend me flrom each threatening ill. 
Control the waves,— say, " Peace be stilL" 

♦ Psalm oxix. 71. 
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Amidst the roaring of the sea, 
My soul still hangs her hope on thee ^ 
Thy constant love, thy faithful care, , . 

Is all that saves me from despair. ^ 

Dangers of every shape and name / 

Attend the foUowen of the Lamb, 
Who leave the world's deceitftil shore, 
And leave it to retuni no more. 

Though tempest-toss'd and half a wreck, 
My Saviour through the floods I seekj 
Let neither winds nor wUxaoj main 
Force back my shattered biurk again. 



xxxvm. LooKiNa upwards m a 

STORM. 
OoD of my life, to thee I call. 
Afflicted at thy feet I fall ; 
When the great water-floods prevail,* 
Leave not my trembling heart to fail 1 

Friend of the friendless and the faint 
Where should I lodge my deep complaint 1 
Where but with thee, whose open doof 
Invites the helpless and the poor ! 

Did ever mourner plead with thee. 
And thou refiise that mourner's pleal 
Does not the word still fix'd remain. 
That none shall seek thy face in vainT 

That were a grief I could not bear, 
D|4>t thou not hear and answer prayer - 
But a prayer-hearing, answering GK>d, 
Supports me under every load. 

* PMdm Ixix. 15. 



^^ 
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Fair k the lot that 'a cast fbr me; 
I have an Advocate with thee ; 
They whom the world caress 
Have no such privilege to boast 

Poor thoogh I am, despised, forgot,* 
Yet Gk>d, my Gk>d, ibigets me not* 
And he is safb and must succeed, 
For whom the Lord vouchsafts to plead. 



XXXIX. THE VALLEY OF THE SHADOW 
OF DEATH. 

My soul is sad, and much dismay'd. 
See, Lord, what legions of my fi>es, 

With fierce Apollyon at their head, 
My heavenly jnlgrimage oppose ! 

See, fiom the ever-burning lake 
How like a smoky cloud they rise ! 

With horrid blasts my soul they shake, 
With storms of blasphemies and lies. 

Their fiery arrows reach the mark,t 
My throbbing heart with anguish tear ; 

Each lights upon a kindred spark. 
And finds abundant fuel there. 

I hate the thought that wrongs the Lord ; 

Oh I I would drive it flrom my breast, 
With thy own sharp two-edged sword. 

Far as the east is from the west. 

Come, then, and chase the cruel host, 
Heal the deep wounds I have received ! 

Nor let the powers of darkness boast. 
That I am foil'd, and thou art grieved t 
* Ptalm. xl. 17. t Epbes. vi. 18. 



THE OLNEY HYMNS. 199 

XL. PEACE AFTER A STORM. 

When daikness long has veil'd my mind, 
And smiling day once more appears : 

Then, my Redeemer, then I find 
The folly of my doubts and feara. 

Straight I upbraid my wandering heart, 
And blush that I should erer be 

Thus prone to act so base a part, 
Or harbor one hard thought of thee I 

Oh ! let me then at length be taught 

What I am still so slow to learn 
Tliat Qod is love, and changes not, 

Nor knows the shadow of n turn. 

Sweet truth, and easy to repeat I 
But when my faith is sharply tried, 

I find myself a learner yet, 
Unskilful, weak, and apt to slide. 

But, O my Lord, one look from thee 

Subdues the disobedient will ; 
Drives doubt and discontent away. 

And thy rebellious worm is stilL 

Thou art as ready to forgive 

As I am ready to repine; 
Thou therefore all the praise receire; 

Be shame and self-abhorrence mnt. 



XLI. MOURNING AND LONGING. 

The Saviour hides his face ! 
My spirit thirsts to prove 
Renew'd supplies of pardoning grace, 
And never-foiling love. 



1 
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The favor'd souls who know 
What glories shine in him, 
PanI for his presence as the roe 
Pants fox the living streaml 

What trifles tease me now ! 
They swarm like summer flies, 
TlMgr cleave to e:i^3f(hing I do, 
And swim hetee mj eyes. 

JBow doll the sabbath day, 
Without the sabbath's Lord 1 
How toilsoine then to sing and pray, 
And wail upon the woidl 

Of aUthetnrtfasIhear, 
How fbw delight my taste I 
I glean a beny here and there, 
But nioum the vintage past. 

Yet let me (as I ought) 
Still hope to be supplied ; 
No pleasure else is worth a thought, 
Nor shall I be denied. 

Though I am but a worm, 
Unworthy of his care, 
The Lord will my desire perform, 
And grant me all my prayer. 



, XLII. SELP-ACdUAINTANOB. 

Dear Lord ! accept a sinfUl heart, 

Which of itself complains, 
And mourns, with much and frequent smart, 

The evil it contains. 
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There fiezy seeds of anger kak, 

Which often hurt my frame ; 
And wait but for the tempter's work, 

To fan them to a flame. 

Liegality holds out a hribe 

To purchase fife itom thee ; 
And discontent would fidn preeertbe 

How thou riialt deal with me. 

While unbelief withstands thy grace, 

And puts the mercy by ; 
Presumption, with a brow of brass, 

Says, " Give me, or I die." 

How eager are my thoughts to roam 

In quest of what they lore ! 
But ah ! when duty calls them home, 

How -heavify they moVe ! 

Oh, cleanse me in a SaTiour's blood. 

Transform mie hy thy power, 
And make me thy beloved abode, 

And let me rove no more. 



XLIIL PRAYER FOR PATIBNCE. 

Lord, who hast suflfer'd all fbr me. 

My peace and peurdon to procure, 
The lighter cross I bear for thee, 

Help me with patience to endure. 

The storm of loud repining hush, 
I would in hum'ble silence mourn ; 

Why should the unbumt, though burning bush. 
Be angiy as the c^^kling thorn 1 
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Mas thould not fidnt at thy rebnkB, 
Like Joahua fidling on his fkce,* 

When the cnxst thing that Achan took 
Brought Israel into just disgraee. 

Perhapa aome goklen wedge snppreai'd, 
Some aecret tin oflfends my God ; 

Perhapa that Bahyloniih vest, 
Self-iighteoiianeaa, ftoyckm the rod. 

Ah ! were I buffeted all day, 

Mock'd, crown'd with ti&oms, and apit upoD ; 
I yet ahonld have no right to say, 

My great diatreaaia mine akme. 

Let me no^ angrily declare 
No pain was ever sharp like mine ; 

Nor murmur at the cross I bear, 
But rather weep, remembering thine. 



XLIY. SUBMISaiON. 

O Lord, my best desire fUlfil, 

And help me to resign 
Lift, health, and comfort to thy will. 

And make thy pleasure mine. 

Why should I shrink at thy command, 
Whose bve forbids my fears 7 

Or tremble at the gracious hand 
That wipes away my tears 1 

No, let me rather fireely yield 
What most I prize to thee; 

Who never hast a good withheld, 
Or wilt withhold, from me. 
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Thy favor all my journey through, 

Thoa art engaged to grant ; 
What else I want, or think I do, 

Tib better still to want 

Wisdom and mercy guide my way, 

Shall I resist them both 1 
A poor blind creatare of a day, 

And crush'd before the moth ! 

But ah ! my inward spbit cries, 

Still bind me to thy sway ; 
Else the next cloud that veils the da/bm. 

Drives all these thoughts away. 



XLV. THE HAPPY CHANGS, 

How blest thy creature is, O God, 

When, with a single eye. 
He views the lustre of thy word, 

The day-spring from on high ! 

Through all the storms that veil d&e skbi. 
And frown on earthly things. 

The Sun of Righteousness he eyes. 
With healing in his wings. 

Struck by that light, the human hearti 

A barren soil no more. 
Sends the sweet smell of grace abroad 

Where serpents lurk'd before.* 

The soul a dreary province once 

Of Satan's dark domain, 
Feels a new emi»re formed within, 

And owns a heavenly reign. 

♦ Isaiah xxrv. 7. 
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The glorious orb, whose golden beams 

The fifuitftil year control, 
Since first, obedient to thy word, 

He started from the goal j 

Has cheered the nations with the joys 

His orient rays impart ; 
But Jesos, 'tis thy light alone 

Can shine> upon the heart. 



;XLVI. RETIREMENT. 

Far from the world, O Lovd, I flee. 

From strife and tumult far ; 
From scenes where Satan wages still 

His QBost successful war. 

The cafan tetreat, the«leht diade, 
With prayer and praise agree ; 

And seen h^ the sweet bounty made 
For those who foHow thee. 

There, if the Spirit touch the soul, 

And grace her mean abode, 
Oh, with what peace, and joy, and love, 

She communes with her God ! 

There like the nightingale she pours 

Her solitary lays ; 
Nor asks a witness of her song, 

Nor thirsts for human praise. 

Author and Guardian of vaj hib. 
Sweet source of light divine, 

And, (all harmonious names in one) 
My Saviour, thou art mine ! 
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What thanks I owe thee, and what love, 

A boundless, endless sto^, 
Shall echo through the realiufl above 

When thne shall be no mor«. 



XLVII. THE EftDDEN LIFE. 

To tell the SaTbnr all mj wants, 

How pleasing is the ta«k ! 
Nor less to praise him when he grants 

Beyond what I can ask. 

My laboring spirit Tainly seeka 

To tell but half the joy ] 
With how much tenderness he speaks^ 

And helps me to reply. 

Nor were it wise, nor should I choose. 

Such secrets to declare ; 
Like precious wines their tastes ihej lose, 

Exposed to open air. 

But this with boldness I proclaim. 

Nor care if thousands hear. 
Sweet is the ointment of bia name. 

Not life is half so dear. 

And can you frown, my rormer tinendi, 
Who knew what once I was - 

And blame the song that thus commends 
The Man who bore the crpas 1 

Trust me, I draw the tikenoes tme, 

And not as fency paints ; 
Such honor may he give to you, 

For such have all his Kunts. 
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XLVni. JOT AND PEACE IN BELIEYINa 

Sometimes a Bgfat nirpriies 

The Christian while he sings; 
It is d&e Lord who rises 

With heafing in his wings; 
When oomforts are declining, 

He grants the soul again 
A season of clear shining, 

To cheer it after rain. 

In holy contemplation, 

We sweetly then pursue 
The theme of Gtod's salvation, 

And find it ever new. 
Set firee from present sorrow 

We cheerfhlly can say, 
E'en let the unknown to-monow* 

Bring with it what it may. 

It can bring with it nothing, 

But he will bear us through; 
Who gires the lifies clothing, 

Will clothe his people too ; 
Beneath the spreading heavens 

No creature but is fed ; 
And he who feeds the ravens, 

Will give his children bread. 

The vine nor fig*tree neitherf 
Their wonted firuit should bear, 

Though all the fields should wither, 
Nor flocks nor herds be there : 

Yet God the same abiding. 
His praise shall tune my voice; 

•MstttMWTl.34. tHabdckukUL 17,1a 



THE OLl^EY ntUVS. 207 

For, while in him confiding, 
I cannot bat rejoice. 

XLIX. TRUE PLEASURES 

Lord, my soul with pleasure springs, 

When Jesus' name I hear; 
And when Qod the Spirit brings 

The word of promise near : 
Beauties too, in holiness, 

Still delighted I perceive; 
Nor have words that can ezpreu 

The joys thy precepts give. 

Clothed in sanctity and grace, 

How sweet it is to see 
Those who love thee as they pass, 

Or when they wait on thee : 
Pleasant too, to sit and tell 

What we owe to love divine ; 
Till our bosoms grateftil swell, 

And eyes begin to shine. 

Those the comforts I possess. 

Which Qod shall still increase, 
All his ways are pleasantness,* 

And all his paths are peace. 
Nothing Jesus did or spoke. 

Henceforth let me ever slight; 
For I love his easy yoke,t 

And find his burden light. 

L. THE CHRISTIAN. 

Honor and happiness unite 
To make the Christian's name a praise; 

• ProT. ill, 17. t Matt. «L ad. 
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How fair the scene, how clear the hght, 
That fills the remnant of his days! 

A kingly character he bean, 
No change his pdestfy ofl^ knows; 

Unftding is the crown he wearsj 
Hi»Jsfi«an never leedi a ekisa. 

Adom*d with gloiy ftom on high, 
Salvation shines upon his face; 

Wm robe is of the ethereal dye, 
Qs steps are dignity and grace. 

Inferior ImiQfB he^Ss^kihis, 

Nor stoops to take ai^>lanse firom earth: 
The King of kings himself maintains 

The expenses of his heavenly birth. 

The noblest 4;reatiire seen below, 
Ordain'd to fill a throne aboTe ; 

God gives him all he can bestow, 
Wb kingdom of eternal love ! 

My soul is ravidi'd at ihe thought 1 
Methinks fipom earth I see him rise ! 

Angels congratulate his lot, 
And shout him welcome to the skies ! 



LI. LIVBXT HOPE AND GRACIOUS 
FEAR. 

I WAS a grovelling creature once, 

And basely cleaved to earth ; 
I wanted spirit to renounce 

The clod that gave me birth. 

Bu| God has breathed upon a worm, 
And sent me, firom above. 
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Wmgs Buch as clothe an angei'i ton, 
The wings of joy and love. 

With these to Piagah's top I fly, 

And there delighted stand, 
To view beneath a shining sky 

The spacious promised land. 

The Lord of all the rast domain 

Has promised it to me; 
The length and breaddi of all the plain, 

As far as faith can see. 

How glorious is my piivilege ! 

To thee for help I call ; 
I stand upon a mountain's edge, 

Oh save me, lest I fall ! 

Though much exalted in the Lord, 

My strength is not my own ; 
Then let me tremble at his word. 

And none shall cast me down. 



LII. FOR THE POOR. 

When Hagar found the bottle spent. 

And wept o'er Ishmael, 
A message from the Lc»d was sent 

To guide her to a well.* 

Should not Elijah's cake and crusef 

Convince us at this day, 
A gracious Gtod will not reftise 

Provisions by the Way 1 

Wb saints and servants shall be fed. 
The promise is secure ; 
♦ Gen. xxl. 19. 1 1 Kings xviL 14. 
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«Broad ihall be given them," hehainid, 
" Their water shall be sore."* 

Repaito fu richer they shall prove, 
Than all earth's dainties are ; 

Tis sweet to taste a Saviour's love, 
Though in the meanest &re. 

To Jesus then your trouble bring, 

Nor murmur at your lot ; 
While you are poor and he is King^ 

You shall not be forgot 



Lin. MY SOUL THIRSTETH FOR GOD. 

I THIRST, but not as once I did, 
The vain delights of earth to share; 

Thy wounds, Emmanuel, all forbid 
That I should seek my pleasures there. 

It was the sight of thy dear cross 
First wean'd my soul from ecurthly things ; 

And taught me to esteem as dross 
The mirth of fools and pomp of kings. 

I want that grace that springs from thee, 
That quickens all thii^ where it flows. 

And makes a wretched thorn like me 
Bloom as the myrtle or the rose. 

Dear fountain of flight unknown! 

No Ijonger sink below the brim ; 
But overflow and pour me down 

A living and lifb-giving stream ! 

For sure, of all the plants that share 
The notice of thy Father's eye, 

* laa. xxxUi. Ifi. 
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None proves less grateftd to his care, 
Or yields him meaner fhiit than L 



L.IV. LOVB CONSTRAINING TO OBEDI- 
ENCE. 

• 

No strength of nature can suffice 

To senre the Lord aright : 
And what she has she misapplies^ 

For want of clearer hght. 

How long beneath the law I lay 

In bondage and distress ! 
I toii'd the precept to obey, 

But toil'd without success. 

Then, to abstain from outward m 

Was more than I could do; 
Now, if I feel its power within, 

I feel I hate it too. 

Then, all my servile works were done 

A righteousness to raise ; 
Now, freely chosen in the Son, 

I freely choose his ways. 

*< What shall I do,'' was then the woid, 
"That I may worthier grow %" 

<' What shall I render to the Lord V* 
Is my inquiry now. 

To see the law by Christ ftilfiird, 
And hear his pardoning voice, 

Changes a slave into a child,* 
And duty into choice. 

* Bomaos iiL 31. 
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LV. THE HEART HEALED AND 
CHANGED BY MERCY. 

Sin enslaved me many yean, 

And led me bound and blind ; 
Till at length a thousand fears 

Came swanning o'.et my mind. , 
<' Where," I said, in deep distress, 

" Will these sinAil pleasures end 1 
How shall I secure mj peace, 

And make the Lord my friend V* 

Friends and ministers said much 

The gospel to enforce ; 
But my blindness still was such, 

I chose a legal course : 
Much I fiisted, watch'd, and strove, 

ScAioe would show my fibce abroad, 
Fear'd almost to speak or move, 

A stranger still to God. 

Thus afraid to trust his grace, 

Loi^ time di4, 1 i^ebel; 
Till, desparing of my case, 

Down at his feet I fell : 
Then my stubborn heart he broke, 

And subdued me to his sway ; 
^ a dmpto woid he spoke, 

" Thy sins are done away." 



LVI. HATRED OF SIN. 

Holt Lord Godl I love thy truth, 
Nor dare thy least commandment slight ; 

Yet pierced by sin, the serpent's tooth,' 
I mourn the anguish of the Mte. 
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Bat, though the poiaon Itiikt within, 
Hope bids me still with patience wait ; 

Till death shall set me ftee from sin. 
Free frcMn the only thing I hate. 

Had I a thtone above the rest, 
Where angels and archangels dwell, 

One sin, unslaia^ within my brecust. 
Would make that heaven as dark as hell. 

Tlie prisoner, sent to breathe fresh air, 

And bless'd wkh hberty again. 
Would mourn, were he condemned to wear 

One link of all his former chain. 

But, oh ! no foe invades the bliss, 
When glory crowns the Christian's head ; 

One view of Jesus as he is 
Will strike all sin fi>r ever dead. 



LVII. THE NEW CONVERT. 

Tbe new-bom child of gospel grace, 
Like some fiur tree when summer's nigh, 

Beneath Emmanuel's shining feuct 
Lifts up his blooming branch on high. 

No fears he feels, he sees no fees, 
No conflict yet his faith employs, 

Nor has he learnt to whom he owes 
The strength and peace his soul enjoys. 

But sin soon darts its cruel sting. 
And comforts sinking day by day : 

What seem'd his own, a self-fed spring, 
Proves but a brook that gfides away. 
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When Gideon annU hk nQmerow hoit, 
The Lord soon made his nnmben km\ 

And said, " Lest Israel vainly boast,* 
* My aim proeiued me this success.' " 

Thns will he bring our spirits down, 
And draw our ebbing comforts low, 

That, saved by grace, but notour own, 
We may not claim the praise we owe. 



LVUI. TRUE AND FALSE COMPORTS. 

O QoD, whose favorable eye 

The sin-sick soul revives, 
Holy and heavenly is the joy 

Tliy shining presence gives. 

Not such as hypocrites suppose, 

Who with a graceless heart 
Taste not of thee, but drink a dose, 

Prepared by Satan's art. 

Intoxicating joys are theirs, 
Who, while they boast their fight, 

And seem to soar above the stars, 
Are plunging into night 

Lull'd in a soft and fhtal sleep, 

They sin, and yet rejoice ; 
Were they indeed the Saviour's she^ 

Would they not hear his voice 7 

Be mine the comforts that reclaim 
The soul from Satan's power; 

That make me blush for what I am, 
And hate my sin the more. 

TiLS. 
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Tis joy enough, my All in All, 

'At Uij desa feet to lie ; 
Thou wilt not let me lower &11, 
And none can higher flj. 



UX. A LIVING AND A DEAD FAITH. 

The Lord receives his highest praise 
From huml^^e minds and hearts sincere ; 

While all the loud professor says 
Offends the righteous Judge's ear. 

To walk as children of the day, 
To mark the precepts' holy light. 

To wage the warfere, watch, and pray, 
Show who are pleasing in his sight. 

Not words alone it cost the Lord, 
To purchase pardon fer his own ; 

Nor will a soul, by grace restored. 
Return the Saviour words alone. 

With golden bells, the priestly vest. 
And rich pomegranates border'd round,* 

The need of holiness express'd, 
And call'd for fruit, as well as sound. 

Easy, indeed, it were to reach 

A mansbn in the courts above. 
If swelling words and fluent speech 

Blight serve, instead of feith and love. 

But none shall gain the blissM place. 

Or God's unclouded gloiy see, 
Who talks of firee and sovereign grace. 

Unless that grace has made him free ! 

* Biod. xxvUt 33. 



M COWPBR*8 70BM«» 



LX. ABUSE OP THE GOSPEL. 

Too many, I^ozd* abuse thj grace, 

In this Ikeotioas day ; 
And while they boast they see thy fiioe, 

They turn their own away. 



Thy book dbplays a gracious 1 

That can the bfind restoce ; 
But these are daaled by th^ sij^t» 

And bliwM still the more. 

The pardon, such presume upon, 

They do not beg, but steal ; 
And when they plead it at thy throne, 

Oh t Where's the Spirit's seal % 

Was it fbr this, ye lawless tribe. 

The dear Redeemer bled % 
Is this the grace the saints inibibe 

From Christ the lining head*? 

Ah, Lord, we know thy chosen few 

Are fed with heavenly flure ; 
But these, the wretched husks they ehsw 

Proclaim them what they are. 

The liberty our hearts implore 

Is not to live in sin ; 
But still to wait at wisdom's door, 

Till mercy calls us in. 



LXI. THE NARROW WAY. 

What thousands never knew the road ! 

What thousands hate it wben 'tis known t 
None but the chosen tribes of God 

Will seek or choose it fertheir own. 
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A thousand ways in rain end, 
One, only, leads to joys on high : 

By that my willing steps ascend, ' 
Pleased with a journey to the sky. 

No more I ask, or hope to find. 

Delight or happiness below ; 
Sorrow may well possess the mind 

That feeds where thorns and thistles grow* 

The joy that fades is not for me, 

I seek immortal joys above ; 
There glory without end shall be 

The bright reward of faith and love. 

Cleave to the world, ye sordid worms, 

Contented lick your native dust. 
But God^i^l.fight ,wit|i ^U h|s^ps 

Against the idol of your trust. 



J.X11. JDkEPENDENCfi. 

To keep the lamp alive, 
With oil we fiU the bowl J 
'TIS water makes the willow thrive. 
And grace that feeds the soul '^ 

The Lord's unsparing hand 

Supplies the living stream ; 

It is not at our own command, 

But still derived from him. 

.JBeware of Peter's word,* 
Nor confidently say, 
" I never will deny thee. Lord," 
But, "(Jrant I never p^yj" 

* Matthew xxri. 33. 



S18 cowper's poems. 

Man's wisdom is to seek 
His strength in Grod alone; 
And e'en an angel would be weak, 
Who trasted in his own. 

Retreat beneath his wings, 
And in his grace confide ; 
This more exalts the Sing of kings* 
Than all your works becdde. 

In Jesus is our store, 
Grace issues firom his throne; 
Whoever says, " I want no m<Mre," 
Confesses he has none. 



LXIII. NOT OP WORKS. 

Orace, triumphant in the throne, 
Scorns a rival, reigns alone ; 
Come and bow beneath her sway. 
Cast your idol works away. 
Works of man, when made his plea, 
Never shall accepted be ; 
Fruits of pride (vain-glorious worm t) 
Are the best he can perform. 

Self, the god his soul adores, 
Influences all his powers : 
Jesus is a slighted name. 
Self-advancement all his aim : 
But when God the Judge shall come. 
To pronounce the final doom, 
Then for rocks and hills to hide 
All his works and all his pride 1 

♦ .Tobn Tl. S9. 



THB OLHBT HTMRS. 1119 

Still the boasting heart replies, 
What ! the worthy and the wise, 
Friends to temperance and peace, 
Have not these a righteousness 1 
Banish eveiy vain pretence 
Built on human excellence ; 
Perish eveiything in man, 
But the grace that never can. 



LXrV. PRAISE FOR FAITH. 

Op all the gifts thine hand bestows, 

Thou giver of all good ! 
Not heaven itself a richer knows 

Than my Redeemer's blood. 

Faith too, the blood-receiving grace, 
From the same hand we gaiQ j 

Else, sweetly as it suits our case, 
That gift had been in vain. 

Till thou thy teaching power apply. 

Our hearts refuse to see. 
And weak, as a distemper'd eye. 

Shut out the view of thee. 

* Bfind to the merits of thy Son, 

What misery we endure ! 
Yet fly that hand from which al(me 
We could expect a cure. 

We praise thee, and would praise thee 

To thee our all we owe ; 
The precious Saviour, and the power 

That makes him precious too. 
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LXV. GRACE AND PROVrDETfOB. 

Almightt King i whose wondrom 
SappoiU the wogfat of sea snd laad, 
WhoM grace iiaKhm bomidlMi ulna", 
No heart shaU bmtk that Jiighi for joom 

Thy providence supplies nay foo^ 
And 'tis thy blessing makes it good ; 
My soul is nourished by thy woid, 
Let soul and body praise the Lord. 

My streams of cmtward comfort came 
From him who built this earthly frame; 
Whate'er I want his bounty gives, 
By whom my soul forever lives. 

Either his hand preserves ^ftom posn, 
Or, if I feel it, heals again ; 
From Satan^ malice shieldB my lireast, 
Or overrules it for the best. 

Forgive the song that fitUs so lew 
Beneath the gratitude I owe ! 
It means'ihy praise, however ^Kwr, 
An angel's song can do no more. 



LXVL I WILL PRAISE THE LQRD^T 
ALL TIMES. 

WiNTBR has a joy for me, 

While the Saviour's charms Iimfl, 
Lowly, meek, from blemish free. 

In the snow-drop's pensive head. 

Spring-vetimis, and brings abag 
Life-invigorating sons : 



mCB. 
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Haxk! the turtle's pkuntire song 
Seems to speak his dying groans I 

Summer has a thousand chanas, 

AU expressiye of hi* worth ; 
Tifl his sun that lights and warmsy 

His the air that cook the earth. 

What ! has Autumn left to say 
Nothing of a Saviour's grace 1 

Tesy the beams of milder day 
Tell me of his smiling fikoe. 

Light appeals with early d«wn, 
While the son makee haste to ne; 

See his bleeding beauties drawn 
On the blushes of the skies^ 

Evening with a silent pace, 

Slowly moving in the west, 
Shows an emblem of his grace, 

Points to an eternal rest. 



LXVU. LONGING TO BE WITH CHRIST. 

To Jesus, the Crown of my hope, 

My soul is in haste to be gone : 
O bear me, ye cherubim, up, 

And waft me away to his throne ! 

My Saviour, whom absent, I lote, 
Whom, not having seen, I adoie ; 

Whose name is exalted above 
All gloiy, dominion, and power. 

Dissolve thou these bonds, that detam 
My soul from her portion in thee ; 
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Ah ! strike off this adamant chain 
And make me jBtemally fiee. 

When that happy era begins, 
When array'd in*thy glories I shine, 

Nor grieve any more, by my sins, 
The bosom on which I recline : 

then shall the veil be remoT'd 

And round me thy brightness be pmir'd 

1 shall meet him whom absent I lor'd, 
I shall see whom unseen I ador'd. 

And then, nerer more shall the fears, 
The trials, temptations, and woes, 

Which dariien this valley of tears, 
Intrude on my blissfhl repose. 

Or, if yet remembered above. 
Remembrance no sorrow shall raise ; 

They will be but new signs of thy love. 
New themes for my wonder and praise. 

Thus the strokes which firom sin and from pain 

Shall set me eternally free, 
Will but strengthen and rivet the chain 

Which binds me, my Saviour, to thee. 

LXVm. LIGHT SHINING OUT OF 
DARKNESS. 

Odd moves in a mysterious way 

His wcmders to perform ; 
Ho plants his footsteps in the sea 

And rides upon the storm. 

De^ in unfathomable mines 
Of never-failing skill, 
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He treasures up his bright designs, 
And works his sovereign will. 

Ye fearful saints, fresh courage tako, 

The clouds ye so much dread 
Are big with mercy, and shall break 

In blessings on your head. 

Judge not the Lord by feeble sense, 

But trust him for his grace : 
Behind a frowning providence 

He hides a smiling face. 

His purposes will ripen fast, 

Unfolding every hour ; 
The bud may have a bitter taste, 

But sweet will be the flower. 

Blind unbelief is sure to err,* 

And scan his work in vain : 
God is his own interpreter. 

And he will make it plain. 

•JdhnadlLT. 
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Ths mystio writers, though the object of 
so mueh public sttention hi fWiee, towards 
the close of the tterenteenth eentniy, have 
never attrikettid much notice hi this cbtmtry, 
and are known rather as a matt^ of histori- 
cal &ct than of personal interest ft is to 
Cowper that we are indebted for tiie transla- 
tion of the Hymns of Madame €hii<m, tiie 
founder, or ra&er reviver, of the Mystics ; for 
it is evident from ecclesiastical history, that 
they existed so early as in the third and fourth 
centuries, and that the habits of profound con- 
templation and retirement from the world, in 
which they indulged, led to the monastic se- 
clusion of which St Anthony was the most 
eminent example. Dionysius the Areopagite 
is, however, generally considered to be the 
founder ofthis sect in the fourth century. Ma- 
carius and Hilarion are also included among 
its supporters. The celebrated Thomas ^ 
Kempis, in the. fifteenth century, adopted a 
kind of purified mysticism. Molino, a Span- 
ish priest, though resident at Rome, still fur- 
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tber escteoded these views; till at lengtk 
MKlatne Gkdon, in the reiga of Louis XIV^ 
embodied them in their present form, which 
ii Jmown in Franoe nndar the name of Qui* 
etism, from the calm repose anA inctifferenoe 
ie ttrtemal t>l9ects which isduuraoteristic of 
these principles. 

l%e Mystics professed to elevate the seal 
above all sensible and terrestrial objects, and 
to tmite it to the Deity in an ineffable man- 
ner; to inculcate a pure and absolutely dit- 
mtereeted love of God, for his own sake, and 
oa aoeount of his ademble perfections: to 
maintain a dose and intimate commnnioB 
Utth 4iim by mortifying all the senses, by a 
prolbvnd submission to his will, even nader 
flie consciousness of perdition, and by an in- 
tenial sanctity of heart, strengdiened by a 
holy and suUime contemplation. We ^all 
•hortljr examine this system, and inquke how 
flur this indifferenee to salvation, from a sup- 
posed conformity to the will of God, is found- 
ed ^tber on reason or Scripture ; and whether 
the p«re love of God, independ^it of his love 
to us, and of our personal interest in the 
blessings of redemption, is a state of mind to 
be generally attained. 

But we shall first advert to the manner ia 
which Madame Guion was led to embrace 
these views, and illustrate them by a refeiw 
eace to her own writings. After endeavor^ 
ing, by unceliaing efforts, and .many acts of 
aztomal piety, to raise her mind to « high 
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tone of religioas perfection, without being 
able to attain it, she meets with an ecclesias* 
tic of the order of St Francis, and reqnesto 
him to explain the cause of this fiEulure. His 
reply, and tHb remarkable consequences by 
which it was followed, is thus recorded by 
herself in the narrative of her own li^d. 
**It iff, madam, because you seek withottt 
what you have within. Accustom yourself to 
seek Ood in your heart, and you wiU there 
find him:' 

** Having said these words, he left me. 
They were to me like the stroke of a dart, 
which penetrated through my heart I felt 
at this instant a very deep wound, a wound 
so delightful that I desired not to be cured. 
These words brought into my heiurt what I 
had been seeking so many years; or rathw, 
they discovered to me what was there, and 
which I had not enjoyed for want of knowing 
It Oh my Lord! thou wast in my heart, 
and demandedst only a simple turning of my 
mind inward, to make me perceive thy pres- 
ence. Oh infinite Goodness! How was I 
running hither and thither to seek thee ; my 
life was a burden to me, thou^ my happiness 
was in myself. I was poor in -the midst of 
riches, and ready to perish with hunger, near 
a table plentifully spread, and a continual 
feast Oh Beauty, ancient and new! Why 
have I known thee so late! Alas! I sought 
thee where thou wast not, and did not seek 
thee where thou wast It was for want of 
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imderstanding these words of thy gospel, 
^ The kingdom of God cometh not with ob- 
aervation : neither shall they say, Lo here, or 
Lo there. For behold the kingdom of Grod 
is within you.' This I experienced; for thou 
becamest my king, and my heart thy king- 
dom, wherein thou didst reign supreme, and. 
perform all thy sacred will." 

Hours, she observes, now passed away like 
moments, and she could hardly do anything 
else but pray. She enters at the same time 
upon a strict course of penances, deprives 
herself of the most innocent indulgences, and 
succeeds so far that she could scarcely prefer 
one thing to another. Her senses are severe- 
ly mortified, and kept under uniform restraint 
She aims at nothing less than the death of 
the senses, and the utter extinction of self* 
''It is only by a total death to self," she re- 
marks, ^ that we can be lost in God." 

At length these continual efforts become 
painful to her, and she is far from realizing 
either inward peace or the grace of true holi- 
ness. In describing her state of mind, she 
observes: 

''I began to experience an insupportable 
weight, in that very piety which had formerly 
been so easy and delightful to me ; not that I 
did not love it extremely, but I found myself 
defective in that noble practice of it to which 
I aspired. The more I loved it, the more I 
labored to acquire what I saw I failed in. 
But ^i<"> ! I seemed continually to be overcoma 
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\^ thtft y/hkih was eontnuy to it Mj heirt| 
iB^l^ed, was detached from all sensual ple^ 
gitireB. For tiiese several yeiars past it has 
sbeined to me that my mind is so detached md 
lament ftom tiie body, that t do things as if I 
did them not If I eat or reftesh myself, It 
il done with such an absence, or s^Muationv 
as I wonder at, and with an entire mortifidu 
tion of the keenness of sensation in all the 
mtntal fiinctions." 

in addition to this dissatisfaction witii hei^ 
mAiy it ik her lot to be married to a man wlM 
il strongly opposed to her views and prin- 
dfdes. Her domestic trials aggravate bet 
wretchedness, and she enjoys peace nether 
in herself in others, nor in God. 

**I conld now no longer pray as formerly. 
Htoven seemed shut to me, and I thought 
jfntiy too. I could get no consolation, noir 
make any complaint thereupon : nor had I an^ 
creature on eaHh to tfpply to, or to whom I 
might impart my condition. I found mysdf 
banished from all beings, witiiout findhig '% 
•a|yport or ^fuge in anything. I could no 
more practice any virtue with facility, tdoc^ 
ttk liad fbrmerly been familiar to me WBfhned 
BOW to h^ve left me. * Ahis!' s^d I, <is It 
2»08kible that this heart, fobberiy all xm ftra^ 
flbonld flow become like ice V Lade^ with k 
tireig^t of past sins, and a multitude of nO^ 
ones, I could not think God would ever par- 
don me, but looked on myself as a victim of 
hell. Whatever I tried for a remedy, w6mM 



only tift iBcrda«l» thd ttridady. I rai^ say tfast 
teides Were my dHiik) atkl sorrow my food. I 
had Within myself ah executioiier wko tor»> 
tnr^ii m6 without tespite.'' 

W^ believe tiie caae of Madame Qnion to 
yd by no means singidar. Many aim at high 
att^nmehtB in religion^ with the utmost siii- 
dnfty 6f intention, but^ being ignorant of the 
true way of pe^e, to whidi a more scriptural 
tie^ would in&llibly lead them, they load the 
eonscience with heavy burdens, till it smks 
joMtr the weight bf the oppression. Peace 
of mind !s not to be found in self-inflicted 
austeiities, in over^slarained efforts, nor even in 
tbe ^ajr of internal holiness. This is aeddng 
the living among the dead. We first find God, 
not by what we try to do for ourselves, but 
in a fi\rm reliance on what Christ the Lord has 
dwHe fot us. '•He was wounded for our 
transgressions^ he was bruised for our iniqul>- 
ties ; the chastisement of our peace was upon 
him; and with his stripes we are healed." 
This ib the only true ground of occeptanoei 
This is the foundation laid m Zion. *• He is 
our peace.** Holiness follows, but does not 
^0 before ; ft is the effect, biit not tbe causa 
Mysticism inverts the order, and seems to give 
mot« honor to the sanctifying Spirit than to 
achicified Baviotrr and Redeemer. 

However specious, therefore, the counsd 
given by the priest might seem to be, and 
powerfully as she Was impressed by it for a 
tfdfibn, yet it ftiiM in impartii^ the whole 



280 AOCOVHT or madamb ovios. 

troth. He led her to derive peace firom con- 
templating Christ wiikin ; but true peace caa 
flow only from contemplating Christ toithouL 
The " water^ and the " blood" are emblemat- 
ical of a double operation. Each is neces- 
sary, Christ in the heart for sanctification, 
Christ on the cross for jostification and pardon 
of sin. To neglect the latter, and to fix our 
inmost thoughts on the former only, what is it 
but to make a Saviour of sanctification, and to 
render the cross of none effect? 

In the midst of her internal disquietude, 
the husband of Madame Guion dies. ^ At 
last,'' she writes, ^ after having passed twelve 
years and four months in the crosses of mar- 
riage, as great as possible, except poverty, 
which I never knew, though I had much de- 
sured it, God drew me out of that state to 
give me still stronger crosses to bear, and 
of such a nature as I had never met with be-, 
fore." 

Her life from this period was a continual 
scene of trials and persecutions, to which her 
views and principles uniformly exposed her. 

Relieved now from all external restraint, 
this devoted woman dedicates herself to the 
Lord by a solemn surrender, which she calls 
a marriage contract, and engages to live 
wholly to him and to his glory for the remain- 
der of her days. 

Her state of mind, and the joy and happi- 
ness which it led to, are thus expressed. 

*< At this time I found tbailhudihepmfoU 



ACCOUNT OF MADAME OXTIOR. S31 

chastity of love to God, mine being without 
any reserve, division, or view of interest ;— 
perfect poverty^ by the total privation of every- 
thing that was mine both inwardly and out- 
wardly ; — perfect obedience to the toUl of God, 
submission to the church, and honor to Jesua 
Christ in loving himself only." 

** The joy which such a soul possesses in its 
God is so great, that it experiences the truth 
of those words of the royal prophet, 'All 
they who are in thee, O Lord, are like persons 
ravished with joy.' To such a soul the words 
of our Lord seem to be addressed, * Your joy 
no man shall take from you.' John xvL 22. 
It is as it were plunged in a river of peace ; 
its prayer is continual r nothing can hinder it 
^m praying to Grod, or from loving him. It 
amply verifies these words in the Canticles, 
*I sleep, but my heart waketh:' for it finds 
that even sleep itself does not hinder it from 
praying. Oh, unutterable happiness ! Who 
could ever have thought that a soul, which 
seemed to be in the utmost misery, i^ould 
ever find a happiness equal to this? Oh happy 
poverty, happy toss, happy nothingness, which 
gives no less than God himself in his own 
immensity, no more circumscribed to the 
limited manner of the creature, but always 
drawing it out of that to plunge it wholly into 
his own divine essence. 

^ What then renders this soul so perfectly 
eontent? It neither knoWs nor wants to 
know anything but what God calls it to. 
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Ifo^ it enjoys divine content, after « 
Ber ¥Mt, immeiise, independent of eztmer 
events ; mere sHAisfied in its hamiliatios» end 
bl ike opposition of aU (MreiitoreSk by the or^ 
d«r bf PVovidenoe, than ob t^e throne of its 
•WB choice. 

*^ It is here timt the apostolic yfe begins 
But is every one called to that state ? Very 
ftw, indeed, as &r as I can conqNrehend ; and 
bf the few that are called to it, fewer siSUl 
iwik in true purity.'* 

This entire surrender of tiie soul to Go^ 
wt self^tbandonmeht, she thus describes. 

^ Abondonmetit is a matter of the greatest 
importance in our process ; it is the key t^ 
liie inner court; so that whosoever knowetk 
H'uly how to abandon himself) soon becomciit 
perflMst. We must, ther^ore, continue sted- 
fttt atid immoveable therein, nor Hsten to the 
voice of natural reason. Great Huth prodneM 
great abandonment ; We must confide in God, 
* hoping against hope.' (Rom. iv. 18.) 

** Abandonment is the casting off all selfish 
itMfe, that we may be altogether at the Divine 
disposal. All Christians are exhorted to this 
fesignation ; for it is said to all, * Take so 
thought saying, What shaH we eat? or wfail 
ihall we drink ? or, wherewithal shall we be 
elothed ? for your heavenly Father knovi^eth 
that ye have need of all these things.' (Matt 
yi. 31, S2.) *In all thy ways acknowledge 
4^ and be shall direct thy paths.' (Prov. iii 
6.) ' Commit thy ways vnto the Lord, and 



AC'60X/nT of MADAME QJSi&§,- 2S3 

ttr^ tfaoitghts ihall be established/ (Pror. 
atH 3.) 'Commit thy way tmto the Lcnrd^ 
ttnii fXso in him, and he dtall bring it to pasit/ 
(Psalm xxxvii. 6.) 

^ Our abandonment then should be as fblly 
applied to our external as internal things; 
giving 'Up all our concerns into the himda of 
Cod, forgettmg ourselres, and thinking only 
bf him ; by which the heart will remain ai^ 
Ways disengaged, free, and at peace. It is 
|>t{lctised by continually losing our o#n will 
in the will of God ; by renouncing every par«i 
ticular inclination as ^oon as it arises, how- 
ever good it may appear, that we may stand 
In indifference with respect 4o ourselves, tod 
6nly will that which God from eternity hibd 
i^^; by being resigned in all things 
whether for soul or body, whether for time or 
Utemity ; by leaving what is past in oblivion, 
What is to come to Providence, and devoting 
the present moment to God, which brings 
with itself God's eternal order, and it is as in- 
fiSdlible a declaration to us of his will, as it is 
inevitable and common to all ; by attributing 
nothing that befalls us to the creature, but 
te^arding all things in God, and looking upon 
all, Excepting only our sins, as infallibly pro- 
6eeditig from him. Surrender yourselves, 
then, to be led and disposed of just as God 
piea^th, with respect both to your outward 
and inward state.'' 

There is also another term, of frequent oc- 
correfice in Madame Guion't writinirs. called 
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ike anmkQalion cf the powers or senses^ (<^B^. 
antissement des puissances^ by which she 
means that all the senses and passions are to 
be completely mortified, and suppressed, in 
order that the soul, freed from the heavy in- 
cumbrance, may aspire to full and unre- 
strained communion with Grod. 

Such is the outline of mysticism, which we 
have endeavored to illustrate in her own 
words. Indiscriminate censure would be no 
less opposed to the real truth than indis- 
criminate praise. 

The proselytes made to this doctrine in 
France were numerous, consisting of names 
distinguished by ^eir piety and rank. Among 
these, she had the honor of including the 
great Fenelon, who, though he had too much 
taste and judgment to adopt the extremes of 
her system, listened with delight when sh» 
descanted before him, at the H6tel de Beau- 
villiers, on the pure and disinterested love of 
God.* 

It was in vain that the celebrated Bishop 
of Meauxf exposed her doctrines with all the 
powers of his wit, aided by the splendor of 
his eloquence. Her persecutions awakened 
new interest She was sent to the castle of 
Vincennes, as if she had been a prisoner of 
state. 

There she employed her lonely hours in 
pouring out the effusions of her heart, in 
hymns expressive of her love to God, and of 
• Life of Ftoilon. t Bonaat. 
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the fervor of her devotion. Some of theser. 
Qoxnpositions, written under circumstances so 
biteresting, we shall present to the reader. 
They are indebted for their English dress to 
the poet Cowper, and to the suggestion of the 
Rev. Mr, Bull of Newport Pagnell, who con- 
ceived that the spirit which they breathe could 
not fail to be congenial to a mind like his. 

We shall now venture to offer a few re- 
marks on this system. 

What we admire in Madame Guion is, th6 
purity of her heart, its incessant aspirations 
after holiness, its secret and close communion 
with Grod. These are qualifications in which 
tiiere is reason to believe that the great bulk 
of professing Christians are greatly deficient 
9«ligion, even among reflecting minds, par« 
takes more of a philosophical than a spiritual 
character. The fire is in the intellect, the ice 
is in the heart. In the social circle, the essay, 
or review, how often is spiritual religion 
branded with the title of enthusiasm, and the 
wings of devotion clipped, lest she should 
soar with too lofty an elevation, and pass 
beyond the limits which a cold and calculat- 
ing policy would prescribe. 

Among others again, who are the professed 
followers of Christ, how far do all fall short 
in the sublime and devotional feeling of love 
to God I The higher attainn^ents of Chris- 
tian piety, the inward fervency of spirit, and 
the entire surrender of the soul, are not suf« 
ficiently realized. Men do not rise to the 
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Mviition of Bible ChfistiaDHy. ReKgion M 
d<)aufidered loo muck ift the lig^t of a att ti g'g fg 
tisA a warfare, and too little as a state of i#« 
#aid fepose and joy uiispeakable and fiill ^ 
|!ory. 

li is in this respect that We thmk the d»« 
f)»tiOiial spirit of Madame Ghuon may be eOA' 
templated with profit, if by a wise di8etitil« 
Mtioti we can adopt what is exo^lent, and 
reject what is overstrained, legal, and via* 
fbnary. 

Tbete is, howetef , a timtiliarity in h«r nd* 
dMtoes to the Deity incompatible with th# 
f^erence dne to a iense of his majesty and 
Iffeatneds. In exposing this objectionahltf 
pM &t her Writings, Bossnet beautif oily apoa^ 
tM]^hi2e6 th6 seraphs, and ehtf^ats theia U 
lafiing btii'ning coals from the altar U pnrify 
Mil HpA, lest they ^oold have been defilad by 
itA Unpnrities which he had been obliged to 
IMord.* 

Wi^ fSipect to tho distinguishing featafi 
bt mysti^«n, the pure and disinterested low 
Of God^ for his own sake, and without any 
e^tlftidemtion of se2f, that the mind may^ ak 
particular seasons, rise to this degree of holy 
^ntetnplation we believe to be possible ; but 
we are persuaded that such a state of fMiag 
oannot be habitually sustained, and that it it 
beyond the genend standard and capaoitiei 
of human nature. God's love to us is re* 
corded in the Scripture as the foundation of 
* SM Butler'^ Lift of Fto«h)ii. 
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«ar lore to him : — ^ We love faim, heeaum 

}f^ fint loved us." Even glorified «pirite» 

whose devotion we may justly suppose i» 

lunre altftined its highest degreed perfeetioiiy 

ace r^resenited as makmg their own salvatioft 

Iflie ibeme of adoring gratitode iind praiae. 

•* For thou hast redeemed us to God by thy 

blood, and hast mode us unto our God kings 

and priests." Besides, it is in the grec^ woik 

of jredemptiim that the divine attributes am 

80 gloriously displajred ; that the most afieet* 

iBg appeals are made to our fe^« imd hopes ; 

and the most animating motives held forth 

for our obedience. Man's personal int^pest 

ia therefore so interwoven vrith the di^lay 

ef the divine p^ections, that the foraMV 

ian sever be excluded without ohsouiuig Htm 

ijkxry of the very attributes which mystioiaa 

lequires us to adore. 

Again, the doctrine of the Mystics proposes 
the utter suppression of the passions <^ hops 
and fear ; the annihilation, as it is called, of 
^H our natural feelings, and an entire -ab- 
■Iraction from the world. 

The annihilation of our natural feeliof^ 
ftat the heart may be wholly filled witii the 
lave and contemplation of the Deity, is not 
possible, nor, if it were possible, would it 1m 
denrable, as we ahould cease, in that case, 
to be men, without acquiring the nature of 
aogels. It is not the suppression, but Ihe 
due control and consecration of our feelings 
to the purest ^^nds that the Bible proposes; 
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Bot the excIa»on of what is hnraan, but the 
admixture of what is divine. The apostlesy 
though gifted with the Holy Ghost &om 
heaven, were still ^ men of like passions widi 
ourselves," and the Saviour who was trans- 
figured on Mount Tabor, thirsted at the wdi 
of Sychar, and wept at the grave of Lazarus. 

Nor is it abstraction from the world, but 
firom its spirit, that the Bible enjoins as a 
duty on the Christian. *^Let us open this 
wonderful book," observes an elegant writer, 
** where we may, we meet no mystical abstrac- 
tion. We feel our whole mind to be ad- 
dressed at once ; no faculty, active or passive, 
bdng left without its provision. Human 
nature is everywhere made to furnish the 
machinery, which may work most effectually 
on itself. To withdraw the mind from senm- 
ble ideas while reading the Bible, is abso- 
lutely impossible. It places real life before 
us, in all its most interesting and most im- 
pressive forms ; and obliges us to converse 
with ' men of like passions with ourselves,' 
even while it is teaching us the way of €rod 
most perfectly. 

*^ Instead of abstracting us from the world, 
it makes it a school of wisdom to us ; and 
teaches us, by example as well as precept, to 
proceed in making it so daily to ourselves. 
We discover that while it is the scene of the 
devil's temptations, it is also the scene of 
God's providence ; and that, as on the former 
account we must be ever vigilant against its 
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sedactions, so, on the laUer account, we can- 
not bnt be deeply interested in its yarious 
movements, past, present, and future. To 
be regardless of these would be to overlook 
the volume of prophecy, as well as that king- 
dom of the Messiah upon earth, of whose 
gradual advancement the prophetic oracles 
chiefly treat, and in whose final triumph all 
their brightest rays concentre. It is not, 
therefore, a mystical escape from the world 
to which the Christian is called. His voca^ 
tion is much more glorious; he is to keep him- 
self * unspotted from the world ;' but he is to 
remain in it, that he may maintain, as far as 
in him lies, his Lord's right to it, and pro- 
mote his interest in it. He is taught this by 
the Redeemer's last prayer for his followers : 
* I pray not that thou shouldest take them 
out of the world, but that thou shouldest 
keep them from the evil.' And he is still 
more fully instructed by our Lord's own 
example ; who made every walk of human 
life the scene of his beneficence, and turned 
every object and occurrence into a means of 
the most interesting and deepest instruction."* 
There is one more feature in mysticism 
entitled to be considered, because it was 
subsequently adopted by Fenelon, viz., the 
possibility of the soul acquiescing in its own 
destruction, if such were the will of God, 
from a profound submission to his will and 

* 8ee <«R0inaiM of Alazander Knox, Etq.** toL i. pfi^ 



<i ^Aaiie to promote hxn glory. But this svp- 
poiition involves ^ manifest absurdity, be- 
OMise 4k profonnd submission to the will of 
Qod is a gracious principle, and how can the 
soul, which is under gracious impre^ions^ 
ev^.be the olject of perdition, or God b^ 
glorified in its destruction? The case of 
ICoses, who prajFod to be blotted out of the 
book which God had written) if the Israelite^ 
night be spared,* or that of St. Paul, who 
wished •that he might be accursed, for the 
sake of his brethren^ according to the flesh,f 
-r-these passages might be quoted ; but they 
are j;o be considered as referring to the pres- 
ciat and not to the future life, in reference 
to the latter of which they would be ob- 
vlopsly repugnant to the justice and good- 
peas of Qod. 

It is evident from what has been said, that 
the religious views of Madame Guion, excel- 
lent as they were in their principle, in so far 
as they inculcated the supreme love of God, 
profound submission to his will, the calm 
retirement of the soul, and deadness to the 
spirit of the world, were nevertheless too 
pverstrained to be suited to the character 
IWjl constitution of human nature. Wesley 
translated her life, and observes, *' Such an^ 
o^er Life as that of M^ame Guion, I doubt 

^^ fxodas xxxii. 38. 

t Soott.and Henry both agree in this inteq;>retation, riJb^ 
a willingness to be treated as an anathema, and to be cat 
oflT from all church communion and privileges, but not 
lo bo etemftUy lost. 
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i^hether the world ever saw. It contains «a 
abundaoee of ezeellent things, uncommonly 
excellent; several things which are utterly 
fiUse and unscriptural ; nay, such as are dim. 
.geroualy false. As to Madame Guion her- 
self, I believe she was not only a good wo- 
suui, but good in an eminent degree ; dee|dy 
devoted, to God, and often favored with \uh 
«ommon eommunications of his Spirit" 

The persecutions in which she was thus 
involved were unremitting and painful. Her 
doctrines underwent a solemn inquiry at Issy, 
before Ihree commissioners appointed by 
Louis XIV. for that purpose : viz. the Bishop, 
«f Meaux, the Bishop of Chartres, (afterwards 
Cardinal de NoaiUes,) and M. Tronson, the 
Superior of the C!ongregation of St Sulpice. 
After a discussion which lasted six months, 
her writings received a formal condemnation, 
in which Fenelon refused to concur. By this 
iq»parent sanction of her principles, and still 
more by his celebrated ^Maxims of the 
Saints,*' in which he incorporated the more 
^Mritual part of her system, he exposed him- 
self to a series of painful reverses. He waa 
banished the court by Louis XIV., who prob- 
ably never Bead his book, nor comprehended 
his principles, but who never forgave the 
author of Telemachus. By the same author- 
ity he was removed from the office of pre- 
ceptor to the Dukes of Burgundy, Anjou, 
jo^ Berri ; and commanded to retire to Cam- 
bsay, which he embellished with his exalted 

VOL. II. Ifi 
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virtues. Bnt a farther scene of hnmiliation 
awaited him. His powerful opponent, the 
celebrated Bossuet, not content with attack, 
ing his writings, endeavored to procure their 
condemnation at the Court of Rome, which 
led to a bon^mot of the Pope, that *' Fenelon 
was in &ult for too great love to God, and 
his enemies equally in fault for too little love 
of their neighbor." The Brief was at length 
obtained, though not without considerable 
delay an4 reluctance. F^nMon received this 
act of censure with calm serenity, and in 
obedience to papal authority, ascended his 
pulpit at Cambray with his Maxims in one 
hand and the Brief in the other. He then 
read the condemnation of his own book, 
amidst the tears and admiration of his congre- 
gation ; thus evincing a magnanimity which 
rendered him greater in his defeat than his 
enemies appeared in their triumph. 

Madame Guion spent ten years in prison, 
during which she composed many hymns, 
with poems on various spiritual subjects, fill- 
ing no less than five octavo volumes. Speak- 
ing of the period of her imprisonment at 
Yihcennes, she observes, '* I passed my time 
in great peace, content to spend the rest of 
my life there, if such were the will of God. 
I sang songs of joy, which the maid who 
served me learned by heart, as fast as I made 
them : and we sang together thy praises, O 
my God ! The stones of my prison looked 
in my eyes like rubier I esteemed them 
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more than all the gaudy brillianeies of a vain 
world." We cannot state this fact without 
doing homage to the virtues of Madame 
Onion. The inety that could convert a pris- 
on into a sanctuary, and transform suffer- 
ings into an occasion for joy and thanksgiv- 
ing, must have been elevated and sincere, 
however mingled with enthusiasm. Her doc- 
trine of profound submission, under circum- 
stances the most adverse, was no speculative 
thesis ; it was evidently carried into the life 
and practice. 

Wbo is not reminded by this act of what 
is recorded in the apostolical times 1 ^ And 
at midnight Paul and Silas prayed, and 
sang praises unto God." The rigor of her 
persecutions, in our oi»nion, conveys a strong 
censure against her zealous but misguided 
opponents. But the case is by no means 
solitary. The world is always indulgent to 
the errors of our practice, but severe to the 
errors of our creed. True policy and human- 
ity would have suggested a different course. 
Extravagances, when left to themselves, 
generally work theur own cure; but, when 
visited with persecution, acquire dignity and 
importance, wid never fail to awaken sym- 
pathy for the sufferers. 

After her long imprisonment, Madame 
Guion lived a retired life for more than seven 
years at Blois, where she died June 9, 1717, 
in the seventieth year of her age, celebrated 
for her misfortunes and devotion, though her 
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prfneiples, whieh once oonvQlsed Fnmce, «ad 
'aw^ened the thnndere of tiie Vatican, (Bfe 
-now neaily forgotten. 

The following selection ttom her poems, 
'eteented by Cowper, is highly derotional^akl 
tuLy he read with ixlterest andnedifieation. it 
<(ixhihit8 ^a happy specimen of her idigioaB 
tieWB in thehr best form ; and Cowper his 
given 'to them the charms of versificatiaB, 
United with a taste and Mii^eriminatian tiMt 
"insure their popularity. The poem on tiise 
Nativity is a sublime and bold eompontioD, 
%nd proves that the piety whi^ warns the 
Wtrt, seldom fails to e^toge and iovi^omle 
^he ftonltieB of the nyiid. 
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Ita fUIy all— let me no more be told 
Of Panan poitieoe, and roofii of gold; 
Diefiglitfhl riewt of nature, drcM'd by aft^ 
Enchant no longer this indifferent heart; 
The Lord of aH things, in his hoa^labirdi^ 
Makes mean the proud magnifieeBce of earth ; 
The straw, the manger, and the moolderingwaUi 
Eclipse its lustre ; and I scorn it all. 

Canals, and fountains, and delicious Tales, 
Green slopes and plains, whose plentj noun. 

fhils; 
Deep-rooted groves, whose heads snblimelj tm^ 
Earth-born, and yet ambitious of the does ; 
The abundant foliage of whose glooiny shadai^ 
Vlunly the sun in all its power iBTadea ; 
I Where warbled airs of sprightly birds resomidy 
Whose Terdure lives while Winter scowls afovnd^ 
Rocks, lofty mountains, caverns dark and daap^ 
And torrents raving down the rugged steep ; 
Smooth downs, whose fragrant herbs the spirits 

cheer; 
Meads crown'd with flowers ; streams musical 

and clear, 
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WhoM silver waten and whose murmiirs, jom 
Their artless charms to make the scene dirine ; 
The frnitftil vineyard, and the fbrrow'd plain, 
That seems a rolling sea of golden grain : 
AH, all have lost the charms they once possessed ; 
An infimt God reigns sovereign in my breast ; 
From Bethlehem's bosom I no more will rove ; 
There dweUs the Saviour, and there rests my love. 
Te mightier rivers, that, with sounding force, 
iTrge down the valleys your impetuous course ! 
^Hnds, clouds, and lightnings ! and, ye waves, 

whose heads, 
Curl'd into monstrous forms, the seaman dreads ! 
Honid abyss, where all experience fails, [sails; 
Spread with the wreck of planks and shatter'd 
On whose broad back grim Death triumi^iaDt 

rides. 
While havoc floats on all thy swelling tides, * 
Thy shores a scene of ruin strew'd around 
WiHh vesseb bulged, and bodies of the drown'd ! 
Te fish, that sport beneath the boundless 

waves. 
And rest, secure from man, in rocky caves: 
Swift-darting sharks, and whales of hideous size, 
Whom all the aquatic world with terror eyes ! 
Had I but fidth immoveable and true, 
I might defy the fiercest storm, like you : 
The world, a more disturb'd and boisterous sea, 
When Jesus shows a smile, affrights not me ; ^ 
He hides me, and in vain the billows^roar, 
Break harmless at my feet, and leave the shore. 
Thou azure vault, where, through the gloom of 

night, [light! 

Thick sown, we see such countless worlds of 
Thou moon, whose car, encompassing the skies, 
Restores \o^ nature to our wondering eyes ; 
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Again retiring, when the brighter son 
Begins the course he seems in haste to run ! 
Behold him where he shines ! His rapid rays, 
Themselves unmeasured, measure all our days ; 
Nothing impedes the race he would pursue, 
Nothing escapes his penetrating view, 
A thousand lands confess his quickening heat, 
And all he cheers are fhiitfhl, fair, and sweet 

Far from enjoying what these scenes disclose, 
I feel the thorn, alas ! but miss the rose : 
Too well I know this aching heart requires 
More solid gold to fill its vast desircB ; 
In vain they represent his matchless might, 
Who called them out of deep primeval night; 
Their form and beauty but augment my woe, 
I seek the Oiver of those charms they show : 
Nor, Him beside, throughout the world he made, 
Lives there in whom I trust for cure or aid. 
Infinite Gkxi, thou great unrivall'd one ! 
Whose glory makes a blot of yonder sun ; 
Compared with thine, how dim his beauty seems, 
How quench'd the radiance of his golden beams I 
Thou art my btiss, the light by which I move ; 
In thee alone dwells all that I can love. 
All darkness flies when thou art pleased to ap- 
pear, 
A sudden spring renews the fading year ; 
Where'er I turn I see thy power and grace 
The watchful guardians of our heedless race; 
Thy various creatures in one strain agree. 
All, in all tunes and places, speak of thee ; 
E'en I, with trembling heart and stammering 

tongue, 
Attempt thy praise, and join the general song. 

Almighty Former of this wondrous plan. 
Faintly reflected in thine image, man— 
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Holj and jiMt— the groalness of whoM smbo 
Fills and sappoiU this iBHTersal frame, 
Difl^Med thxoughout the infinitude of space, 
Who art thyself thine own vast dwelling pi^e; 
Soul of our soul, whom jet no sense of oois 
Discerns eluding our most active powers ; 
EtH»j^iBg shades attend thine awful throne, 
That veil thy fhce, and keep thee still unknown i 
Unknown, though dwelling in our inmost pait, 
Lord of the thoughts, and Sovereign of the 
heart! 

Repeat the chnmiing tiuth that never tans^ 
No Ood is hke the Qod my soul desires; 
He at whose voice heaven trembles, even He» 
Great as he is, knows how to sto<^ to me — 
Lo ! there he lies— that smiling in&at said, 
" Heaven, earth, and sea, exist 1" and they obey'di 
E*en he, whose being swells beyond^ skies, 
Is bom of woman, lives, and mourns, and dies; 
Eternal and inmiortal, seems to cast 
That glory fnm his brows, and breathes his last 
Tnvial and vain the works that man has 

wrought, 
How do they shrink and vanish at the thought ! 

Sweet solitude, and scene of my repose 1 
This rustic sight assuages all my woes — 
That crib contains the Lord, whom I adore ; 
And earth's a shade that I pursue no more. 
He is my firm support, my rock, my tower,^ 
I dwell secure beneath his sheltering power, 
And hold this mean retreat forever dear, 
For all I love, my soul's delight is here. 
I see the Almighty swathed in infant bands. 
Tied helpless down the thunder-bearer's handsi 
And, in this shed, that mystery discern, 
Which faith and love, and they alone, can leank 
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Ye tempests, spare the slumbers of your Lotd I 
Te zephyrs, all your whisperld sweets afford I 
Confess the Gk>d that guides the rolling year ; 
HeaTen, do him homage; aud thou, earth, re^ 

vere! 
Te shepherds, monarohs, sages, hither bring 
Yoax hearts an offering, and adore your King I 
Pure be those hearts, and rich in faith ao4- 

love; 
Join, in his praise, the harmonious world aboyej 
To Bethlehem haste, rejoice in his repose, 
And praise him there for all that he bestows I 

Man, busy man^ alas ! can iU afford 
To obey the summons, and attend the Lord; 
Perverted reason revels and runs wild, 
By glittering shows of pomp and wealth beguiled i 
And, blind to genuine excellence and gvace^ 
Finds not her^ author in so mean a place. 
Te uDtbelieving ! learn a wiser part, 
Distrust your erring sense, and search your heart i 
There soon ye shall perceive a kindling flamq 
Glow for that infant Ood, from whom it came ; . 
Resist not, quench not, that divine desire, 
IKeh all your adamant in heavenly fire! 
Not so will I requite ihee, gentle love I 
Yielding and soft this heart shall ever prove ; 
And eveiy heart beneath thy power should &!!, 
Olad to submit, could mine contain them ali 
But I am poor^ oblation I have none. 
None for a Saviour, but himself alone : 
Whatever I render thee, from thee it came : 
And, if I give my body to the flame. 
My patieiice> love, and energy divine 
Of heart, and soul^ and spirit, all are thine. 
Ah, vain attempt to expunge the mighty scovqI 
The mfue I pay, I owe thee still the. mors. 
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Upon my meanness, poverty, and guilt, 
Hie trophy of thy glory shall be bniH; 
My selMioidain shall be the unshaken base, 
And my deformity its fairest grace ; 
For destitute of good, and rich in ill, 
Most be my state and my description stilL 

And do I grieve at such an humbling lot? 
Nay, but I cherish and enjoy the thought- 
Vain pageantry and pomp of earth, adieu ! 
I haye no wish, no memory for you ; 
The more I feel my misery, I adore 
The sacred inmate of my soul the more ; 
Rich in hb love, I feel my noblest pride 
Spring fVom the sense of having nought beode. 

In thee I find wealth, comfort, virtue, might ; 
My wanderings prove thy wisdom infinite; 
All that I have I give thee ; and then see 
All contrarieties unite in thee ; 
For thou hast join'd them, taking up our woe, 
And pouring out thy bhss on worms below, 
By fiUing with thy grace and love divine 
A gulf of evil in this heart of mine. 
This is, indeed, to bid the valleys rise. 
And the hills sink — 'tis matching earth and skies ; 
I feel my weakness, thank thee, and deplore 
An aching heart, that throbs to thank thee more i 
The more I love thee, I the more reprove 
A soul so lifeless, and so slow to love ; 
Till, on a dehige of thy mercy toss'd, 
I plunge into that sea, and there am lost. 



GOD NEITHER KNOWN NOR LOVED 
BY THE WORLD. 

Ye linnets, let us try beneath this grove, 
Which shall be loudeet in bur Maker's praise I 
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In qnest of scmie fyilora retreat I rovei [waji. 
For all the world is blind, and wandun fhun his 

Thai God alone should prop the sinking soul. 
Fills them with rage against his empire now : 
I trayerse earth in vain firom pole to pole, 
To seek one simple heart, set free from all below. 

rhey speak of love, yet little feel its sway, 
While in their bosoms many an idol lurks ; 
rheir base desires, well satisfied, obey, [works. 
Leave their Creator's hand, and lean upon his 

'Tis therefore I can dwell with man no more; 
Your fellowship, ye warblers ! suits me best : 
Pure love has lost its price, though prized of yore, 
Profaned by modem tongues, and slighted as a 
jest 

My Qod, who*form'd you for hit praise alone, 
Beholds his purpose well fUlfill'd in you ; 
Come, let us join the choir before his throne, 
Partaking in bis praise with spirits just and true. 

fes, I will always love ; and, as I ought, 
Fune to the praise of love my ceaseless voice; 
Preferring love too vast for human thought, 
In spite of erring men, who cavil at my choice. 

Why have I not a thousand thousand hearts. 
Lord of my soul ! that they might all be thine 1 
If thou ap|nrove~the zeal thy smile imparts, 
How should it ever fail ! can such a fire decline 1 

Love, pure and holy, is a deathless fire ; 
Its object heavenly, it must ever blaze : 
. Eternal love a God must needs inspire, [praise. 
When once he wina the heart, and fits it for bis 
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fiMf-lore dkmkw'd'^'tii then we Uve indeed— 
la her embnoe, deaths only deedi k fiMind: 
Come, then, one noble effort, and lacceed, 
Cait off the chain of lelf with which thj wmd 
itboondf 

Oh! I could cry, that all the world might heai^ 
Te selAtonnentors, love your Qod alone ; 
Let his unequall'd excellence be dear, [own. 
Dear to your inmost souk, and make him all ymir 

Th«y hear me not — alas ! how fond to roye 
In endless chase of folly's specious lure I, 
Tm hera alone, beneath this shady grore, 
I taste^ the sweets of truth—here only am seeite. 



THE SWALLOW. 

I AM fi>nd of the swallow— I learn fit»m her i^gfat^ 
Had I skill to improYe it, a lesson of love : 
How seldom on earth do we see her alighl ! 
She dwelb in the skies, she b erer aboTci. 

It is on the wing that she takes her repose, 
Suspended and poised in the regions of air, 
Tb not in our fields that her sustenance gvows^ 
It is Wing'd like herself, 'tb ethereal &re. 

She comes in the spring, all the summer she sta^^ 
And, dreading the cold, still follows the sun-^ 
So, true to our love, we should covet hb rays^ 
And the place where he shines not immediatetf 
shun. 

Our light should be lore, and our nonrishmsnfc 

prayer; 
It b dangerous food that we find upon eaith; 
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The fruit of this world is beset witii « snaie, 
In itsdf itis htutful, as vile in ito \ntih. 

Ti^.rwefy if ever she settles below, 
And opy^ when building a nest for her youngs 
Were it not for her brood, she would never bestow 
A thought upon anything filthy as dang. 

Let us leave it ourselves, ('tis a mortal abode,) 
To bask every moment in infinite lote ; 
Let us fiy the dai^ wmter, and follow ^le road 
That leads to the day-spring appearing aliove. , 



THE TRIUMPH OP HEAVENLY LOVE 
DESIRED. 

Ah! reign, wherever man is (bund, 
My spouse, beloved and divine t 

Then I am rich, and I abound, 
When every human heart is thine. 

A thousand sorrows jnerce my ^I, 
To think that all are not thine own : 

Ah t be adored firom pole to pole ; 
Where is thy ae«l'^ arise; be kaownl 

^10 hearts are cold, in every place, 
Yet earthly good with warmth pmioe; 

Dissolve tbem with a flash of graoe. 
Thaw these of iee, and give us new 1 
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A FIGURATIVE DESCRIPTION OP THE 
PROCEDURE OP DIVINE LOVE. 

m BRINGING ▲ SOXTL TO THE POINT OF 8BLr-M- 
NUNCIATION AND ABSOLUTE ACaOTESCENGIL 

'TWAS mj purpose, on a day, 

To embark, and sail away. 

As I climb'd the vessel's side, 

Loye was sporting in the tide ; 

« Come," he said,—" ascend— make haste, 

Launch into the boundless waste." 

Many mariners were there. 
Having each his separate care ; 
They that row'd us held their eyes 
Fix'd upon the stany skies ; 
Others steer'd, or tum'd the sails 
To receive the shifting gales. 

Love, with power divine supplied, 
Suddenly my courage tried ; 
In a moment it was night. 
Ship and^des were out of sight ; 
On the bflfy wave I lay. 
Floating rushes all my stay. 

Did I with resentment bum 
At this unexpected turn 1 
Did I wish myself on shore. 
Never to forsake it more 1 
No—" My soul," I cried, "be stiM; 
If I must be lost, I wiU." 

Next he hastened to convey 
Both my firail supports away ; 
Seized my rushes ; bade the waves 
Yawn into a thousand graves : 
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Down I went, and sunk as lead, 
Ocean closing o*er my head. 

BtUl, however, life was safe; 
And I saw him turn and laugh : 
" Friend," he cried, "^eu ! lie low, 
While the wintry storms shall blow; 
When the spring has calm'd the main. 
Ton shall rise and float again." 

Soon I saw him, with dismay, 
Spread his plumes, and soar away ; 
Now I mark his rapid flight; 
Now^ he leaves my aching sight; 
He is gone whom I adore, 
Tia in vain to seek him more. 

How I trembled tiien and fear'd. 
When my love had disappeared ! 
" Wilt thou leave me thus," I cried, 
" Whehn'd beneath the rolling tide V* 
Vain attempt to reach his ear! 
Love was gone, and would not hear. 

Ah ! return, and love me still, 

See me subject to thy will ; 

Frown with wrath, or smile with grace, 

Only let me see thy face ! 

Evil I have none to fear, 

All ii good, if thou art near. 

Yet he leaves me — cruel fate ! 
Leaves me in my lost estate — 
Have I sinn'd 1 Oh say wherein ; 
Tell me, and forgive my sin ! 
King, and Lord, whom I adore, 
Shall I see thy face no more 1 
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Henceforth, all my will to thine : 
I consent that thoa depart, 
Though thine ahienoe bieaks nqr h«•l^ 
Qo then, and foteyer too : 
All ii light that t|^ wik do. 

This was just what Love intended, 
He was now no more offended ; 
Soon as I became a child, 
Love retum'd to me and smiled : 
Never stafo shall more betide 
Twixt the bndegioom and his bride. 



A CHILD OP GOD LONGING TO SIEE 
HIM BELOVED. 

There's not an echo round me^, 

But I am glad should leam, 
How pure a fire has found me, 

The love with which I bum; 
For none attends with pleasure 

To what I would reveal ; 
They slight me out of measure, 

And laugh at all I feel. 

The ^twsks ptceive kssproodly 

The story of my flasM : 
When I approach, th^ loudfy 

Reverberate his name. 
I speak to them of sadness. 

And comforts at a stand; 
They bid me look for gladness, 

Attd better days at hand. 

Far firom all habitation, 
I heard a happy sound ; 
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Big with the coiiselatiao, 
That I have often found. 

I said, " Hy lot i»«(Nrfow, 
My gfief has no alloy ;" 

The rocks replied—" To-monow, 
To-morrow brings thee joy." 

These sweet and sacred tidings, 

What bliss it is to hear ! 
For, spite of all my chidings, 

My weakness and my fbar, 
No sooner I receive them, 

Than I forget my pain, 
And, happy to believe them, 

I love as much again. 

I fly to scenes romantic, 

Where never men resort ; 
For in an age so frantic 

Impiety is sport. 
For riot and eonfbsion 

They baiter things abovo; 
Condemning as delusion. 

The joy of perfect love. 

In this sequestered comer. 

None hears what I express ; 
Delivered from the scomer, ^ 

What peace do I possess ! 
Beneath the boughs reclining, 

Or roving o'er the wSd, 
I fife as undesigntng 

And harmless as a child. 

No troubles here surprise me, 

I innocently play. 
While Providence supplies me, 

And guards me all the day : 
TOL. II. 17 
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My dear and kind defender 
Preserves me safely here, 

Frcnn men of pomp and splendor, 
Who fill a child with fear. 



ASPIRATIONS OP THE SOUL AFTER 
GOD. 

Mr Spouse 1 in whose presence I live, 

Sole object of all my desires, 
Who know'st what a flame I conceive, 

And canst easily double its fires ! 
How pleasant is all that I meet I 

From fear of adversity firee ! 
I find even sorrow made sweet ; 

Because 'tis assign'd me by thee. 

Transported I see thee display 

Thy riches and gloiy divine ; 
I have only my life to repay. 

Take what I would gladly resign. 
Thy will is the treasure I seek. 

For thou art as faithlhl as strong; 
There let me, obedient and meek. 

Repose myself all the day long. 

My sinnt and faculties fidl ; 

Oh finish what love has begun ! 
Destroy what is sinful and firail. 

And dwell in the soul thou hast won ! 
Dear theme of my wonder and praise, 

I ciy, Who is worthy as thou 1 
I can only be silent and gaze ! 

'Tis all that is left to me now. 

Oh gloiy in which I am lost, 
Too deep for the plummet of thought; 
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On an ocean of Deity toss'd, 
I am swallow'd, I sink into nought. 

Tet, lost and absorbed as I seem, 
I chant to the praise of my Sling ; 

And, though overwhelmed by the theme, 
Am happy whenever I sing. 



GRATITUDE AND LOVE TO QOD. 

All are indebted much to thee, 

But I far more than all. 
From many a deadly snare set free, 

And raised from many a faU. 
Overwhelm me, from above. 
Daily, with thy boundless love. 

What bonds of gratitude I feel 

No language can declare ; 
Beneath the oppressive weight I reel, 

'Tis more than I can bear : 
When shall I that blessing prove. 
To return thee love for love 1 

Spirit of charity, dispense 

Thy grace to eveiy heart ; 
Expel all other spirits thence, 

Drive self from eveiy part ; 
Charity divine, draw nigh, 
Break the chains in which we lie I 

All selfish souls, whatever they ftign, 

Have still a slavish lot ; 
They boast of liberty in vain, 

Of love, and feel it not. 
He whose'bosom glows with thee, 
He, and he alone, is free. 
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Oh bleMedneM, all hiam aboTe, 
yfhea thy pore fires pierail ! 

Love only teachei what u love 
All other lewoiis fail: 

Wakam its name, but not its powosh^ 

Experience only makes it ouzs. 



HAmV SlOLTroDEr-UNHAPBY 

Mr heart is easyi and my burden light ; 

I smile, though sad, when thou art in my si|^: 

The moreoay woes in secret I deplore, 

I taste thy goodness, and I love thee. more. 

There, while a solemn stillness reigns aroond, 
Faith, love, and hope within my soul abound; 
And, while the^ world suppose me lostin can, 
The joys of angels, unperceived, I share.. 

Thy creatures wrong thee, O thou sovereij^ good ! 
Thoa art not loved, because not understood ; 
This grieves me most, that vain pursuits begaik 
Ungrateftil men, regardless of thy smile. 

Frail beauty and false honor are adored } 
While thee they scorn, and trifle with thy wpid ; 
Pass, unconcem'd^ a Saviour's sorrow by.*. 
And hunt their ruin with a zeal to die^ 



UVma WATEE. 

The fountain in its source, 
No drought of summer fears; 

The farther it pursues its cpwne. 
The nobler it appears. 
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Bat shaUow cistenis yield 

A scanty short supply ; 
llie moming sees them amply fflM, 

At evening they are diy. 



TRUTH AND DIVINE LOVE KEJEOFED 
BY THE WORLD. 

O LOYE of pore and heavenly birth ! 
O simple truth, scarce known on eatth^! 
Whom men resist with stubborn wil|; 
And, more perverse and daring sttU, 
Smother, and quench with reasoniogs Ttiiii 
While error and deceptbn reign. 

Whence comes it, that, your power thMnSi 
As his on high, firom whence you ettUt, 
Te rwely find a listening ear, 
Or heart that makesyou welcome heier'Y— 
Because ye bring reprocush and pain, 
Where'er ye visit, in your train. 

The world is proud, and cannot b6«r 
The scorn and calumny ye share ; 
The praise of men the mark they mean, 
They fiy the place where ye arc seeivj 
Pure love, with scandal in the rear. 
Suits not the vain ; it costs too dear. 

Then, let the price be what it may, 
Though poor, I am prepared to pay. 
Come shame, come sorrow i spite of tears, 
Weakness, and heart-oppressing fears; 
One soul, at least, shall not repine, 
To give you room ; come, reign in miile ! 
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DIVINE JUSTICE AMIABLE. 

Thou hart no lightnings, O thon Jort I 
Or I their force should know ; 

And, if thou strike me into dust, 
My soul approves the blow. 

The heart, that yalaes less its ease 

Than it adores thy ways, 
In thine avenging anger sees 

A subject of his praise. 

Pleased I could Ue, conceal'd and lort. 
In shades of central night ; 

Net to avoid thy wrath thou know'st, 
But lest I grieve thy sight 

Smite me, O thou, whom I provoke I 

And I will love thee still : 
The well-deserved and righteous stroke 

Shall please me, though it kilL 

Am I not worthy to sustain 
The worst thou canst devise ; 

And dare I seek th^hrone again, 
And meet thy s€u:red eyes '? 

Far from alHicting, thou art kind ; 

And, in my saddest hours, 
An unction of thy grace I find, 

Pervading all my powers. 

Alas ! thou sparest me yet again ; 

And, when thy wrath should move. 
Too gentle to endure my pain. 

Thou soothest me with thy love. 

I have no punishment to fear; 
But, ah ! that smile from thee 
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Imparts a pang far more seTere 
Than woe itself would be. 



THE SOUL THAT LOVES GOD FINDS 
HIM ifV^ERYWHERE. 

Or thou, by long experience tried, 
Near whom no grief can long abide ; 
My love ! how full of sweet content 
I pass my years of banishment ! 

All scenes alike engaging prove 
To souls impressed with sacred love t 
Where'er they dwell, they dwell in thee ; 
In heaven, in earth, or on the sea. 

To me remains nor place nor time ; 
My country is in every clime ; 
I can be calm and firee from care 
On any shore, since God is there. 

While place we seek, or place we shun, 
The soul finds happiness in none ; 
But, with a God to guide our way, 
'TIS equal joy to go or stay. 

Could I be cast where thou art not. 
That were indeed a dreadful lot *, 
But regions non^remote I call, 
Secure of finding God in all 

My country, Lord, art thou alone ; 
Nor other can I claim or own ; 
The pcrint where all my wishes meet ; 
My law, my love, life's only sweet I 



I hold by nothing here below ; 
Appoint my journey and I go ; 



Tbongfa pierced by eeom, oppresM by^ptMe, 
I feel thee good — feel nought beside. 

No fVownt of men can hmtftil proTe 
TorfOfalB en fire wHh heavenlj loret; 
Though men and devUs bgth oondemn . 
No gloomy days arise from them. 

Ah then ! to his embrace repair ; 
My soul, tiiou art no stranger there ; 
There love divine shall be thy guard, 
And peace and safety thy reward. 



THE TESTIMONY OP DIVINE ADflt- 
TION. 

How happy are the neW-bom race, 
Partakers of adopting grace ; 

How pure the bliss they shar^ ! 
Wd from the worid and all its eyes. 
Within their heart the blessing lies, 

And conscience feels it there. 

The moment we believe, 'tis ours; 
And if we love with all our powers 

The God ftom whom it came ; 
And if we serve with heait* sincexe, 
'Tis still discernible and clear. 

An undisputed claim. 

But, ah ! if foul and wilful nn 
Stain and dishonor us within, 

Farewell the joy we knew ; 
Again the slaves of nature's sway. 
In labyrinths of our own we itray, 

Without a guide or due. 
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The chaste and pure, who fear to grieve 
The gracious Spirit they receive, 

His work distinctly trace : 
And, strong in undissembling love, 
Boldly assert and clearly prove 

Their hearts his dwelling place. 

Oh messenger of dear delight, 
Whose voice dispels the deepest night, 

Sweet peace-proclaiming Dove ! 
With thee at hand, to soothe our paint, 
No wish unsatisfied remains, 

No tosk but that of love. 

Tis love unites what sin divides; 
The centre, where all bKss resides ; 

To which the soul once brought, 
Reclining on the first great cause, 
From his abounding sweetness draws 

Peace passing human thought. 

Sorrow foregoes its nature there, 
And life assumes a tranquil air. 

Divested of its woes ; 
There sovereign goodness soothes the breast, 
Till then incapable of rest, 

In sacred sure repose. 



DIVINE LOVE ENDURES NO RIVAL. 

LoYE is the Lord whom I obey, 
Whose will transported I perform ; 
The centre of my rest, my stay, 
Love's all in all to me, myself a worm. 

For uncreated charms I bum, 
Oppress'd by slavish fear no more, 
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For one in ipdiom I may discem, 

E*cn when he frowns, a sweetneas I adone. 

He little loves him who complains, 
And finds him ri^rous and severe ; 
His heart is sordid, and he feigns. 
Though lond in boasting of a soul sinceie. 

Love causes grief, but 'tis to move 
And stimulate the slumbering mind; 
And he has never tasted love, 
Who shuns a pang so graciously design'd. 

Sweet is the cross, above all sweets, 
To souls enamored with thy smiles ; 
The keenest woe life ever meets, 
Love strips of all its terrors, and begniks. 

'TIS just that Gk>d should not be dear 
Where self engrosses all the thought, 
And groans and murmurs make it clear 
Whatever else is loved, the Lord is not^ 

The love of thee flows just as much 
As that of ebbing self subsides ; 
Our hearts, their scantiness is such, 
Bear not the conflict of two rival tides. 

Both cannot govern in one soul ; 

Then let self-love be dispossess'd ; 

The love of God deserves the whole. 

And will not dwell with so despised a gueit. 



SELP-DIPPIDENCE. 

Source of love, and Kght of day. 
Tear me from myself away ; 
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Ereiy view and thought of mine 
Cast into the mould of thine ; 
Teach, O teach this fiuthless heart 
A consistent constant part ; 
Or, if it must live to grow 
More rebellious, break it now ! 

Is it thus that I requite 
Grace and goodness infinite % 
Every trace of every boon 
Cancelled and erased so soon ! 
Can I grieve thee whom I love ; 
Thee in whom I live and move ? 
If my iORow touch thee still, 
Save me from so great an ill ! 

Oh ! the oppressive, irksome weight, 
Feh in an unceftcdn state ; 
Comfort, peace, and rest, adieu, 
Should I prove at last untrue !^ 
Still I choose thee, follow still 
Every notice of thy vnll ; 
But unstable, strangely weak, 
Still let slip the good I seek 

Self«onfiding wretch, I thought 
I could serve thee as I ought. 
Win thee, and deserve to feel 
All the love thou canst reveal *, 
Trusting self, a bruised reed. 
Is to be deceived indeed : 
Save me from this harm and loss, 
Lest my gold turn all to dross ? 

Self is earthly— faith alone 
Makes an unseen world our own ; 
Faith lelinquish'd, how we roam. 
Feel our way, and leave our home ! 
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Spurious gems our hopes entice, 
While we scorn the pearl of pric« J 
And, preferring servants' pay, 
Cast the children's l^ead away. 



THE ACQUIESCENCE OP PURB ^^^* 

LoTC ! if thy destined sacrifice am I, 
Come, slay thy victim, and prepare thy fi^'» 
Plunged in thy depths of mercy, let me ^^ 
The death which every soul that lives desiieii 

I watch my hours and see them fleet away; 
The time is long that I ha^e languish'd heni 
Tet all my thoughts thy purposes obey, 
With no reluctance, cheerful and nnceie. 

To me 'tis equal, whether love ordain 
My life or death, appoint me pain or ease ; 
My soul perceives no real ill in pain ; 
In ease or health no real good she sees. 

One good she covets, and that good alone. 
To choose thy will, from selfish bias free ; 
And to prefer a cottage to a throne. 
And grief to comfort, if it pleases thee. 

That we should bear the cross is thy command, 
Die to the world, and live to self no more ; 
Suffer, unmoved, beneath the rudest hand. 
As pleased when shipwreck'd as when safe on 
shore. 



REPOSE IN GOD. 

Blest ! who, far from all mankind, 
This world's shadows left behind, 
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Hean from heaven a gentle strain 
Whispering love, and loves again. 

Blest ! who, free from sel^esteem, 
Dives into the great Supreme, 
All desire beside discards, 
Joys inferior none regards. 

Blest ! who in thy bosom seeks 
Rest that nothing earthly breaks, 
Dead to self and worldly things, 
Lost in thee thon King of kings 1 

Ye that know my secret fire, 
Softly speak and soon retire ; 
Favor my divine repose, 
Spare the sleep a God bestows. 



GLORY TO GOD ALONE. 

Oh loved ! but not enough — though dearer fu 
Than self and its most loved enjoyments are ; 
None duly loves thee, but who, nobly free 
From sensual objects, finds his all in thee. 

Gloiy of God ! thou stranger here below, 
Whom man nor knows, nor feels a wish to know ; 
Our faith and reason are both shock'd to find 
Man in the poet of honor — Thee behind. 

Reason exclaims — " Let every creature fall, 
Ashamed, abased, before the Lord of all ;'' 
And faith, overwhelmed with such a dazkling 

blaze, 
Feebly describes the beauty she surveys. 

Yet man, dim-sighted man, and rash as blind, 
Deaf to the dictates of his better mind, 
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In frande competitkm dares the ikiei, 
And claims precedeoce of the Only-wtf^* 

Oh lost m yanity, till once self-known ! 
Nothing is great, or good, but God alone ; 
When thou shalt stand before his awftil ^"^ 
Then, at the last, thy pride shall know hi» P**^ 

Glorious, Almighty, First, and without end I 
When wilt thou melt the mountains and d 
When wilt thou shoot abroad thy conquering 

And teach these atoms, thou hast made, WJ 
praise 1 

Thy gloiy is die sweetest heaven I feel ; 
And if I seek it with too fierce a zeal, 
Thy loTe, triumphant o*er a selfish will, 
Taught me the passion, and inspires it stilL 

My reason, all my faculties, unite, 
To make thy glory their supreme delight; 
Forbid it, fountain of my brightest days, 
That I should rob thee, and usurp thy praise! 

My soul 1 rest happy in thy low estate. 
Nor hope, nor wish, to be esteem'd or great ; 
To take the impression of a will divine. 
Be that thy glory, and those riches thine. 

Confess him righteous in his just decrees, 
hove what he loves, and let his pleasure please; 
Die daily ; from the touch of sin recede ; [deed. 
Then thou hast crown'd him, and he reigns in* 
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SELF-LOVE AND TRUTH INCOM- 
PATIBLE. 

From thorny wilds a monster came, 
That fiU'd my soul with fear and shame ; 
The birds, forgetftd of their mirth ; 
Droop'd at the sight, and fell to earth j 
When thus a sage addressed mine ear, 
Himself unconscious of a fear : 

" Whence all this terror and surprise, 
Distracted looks and streaming eyesi 
Par from the world and its affairs, 
The joy it boasts, the pain it shares, 
Surrender, without guile or art, 
To God an undivided heart *, 
The savage form, so fear'd before, 
Shall scare your trembling soul no more; 
For, loathsome as the sight may be, 
*Tis but the love of self you see. 
Fix all your love on Qod alone. 
Choose but his will, and hate your own: 
No fear shall in your path be found. 
The dreary waste shall bloom around, 
And you, through all your happy days, 
Shall bless his name, and sing his praise." 

Oh lovely soUtude, how sweet 
The silence of this calm retreat ! 
Here Truth, the fair whom I pursue, 
Gives all her beauty to my view ; 
The simple, unadom'd display 
Charms every pain and fear away. 
O Truth, whom millions proudly slight; 
O Truth, my treasure and delight; 
Accept this tribute to thy name, 
And this poor heart from which it came ! 
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Renounce all strength bat strength ^^i 
And peace shall he fbrcTer thine : 
Behold the path which I have trod, 
My path, till I go home to Gk>d. 



THE PERFECT SACRIFICB. 

I PLACE an offering at thj shrine, 
From taint and blemish cleai^ 

Simple and pore in its design, 
Of all that I hold dear. 

I yield thee back thy gifts again, 
Thy gifts which most I prize; 

Desirous only to retain 
The notice of thine eyes. 

But i^ by thine adored decree, 
That blessing be denied ; 

Resigned, and unreluctant, see 
My every wish subside. 

Thy will in all things I approve. 

Exalted or cast down ; 
Thy will in every state I love, 

And even in thy ftown. 



GOD HIDES HIS PEOPLE. 

To lay the soul that loves him low. 

Becomes the Onfy-wise ; 
To hide beneath a veil of woe. 

The children of the skies. 

Man, though a worm, would yet be great ; 
Though fteble, would seem strong ; 
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Assumes an independent state, 
By sacrilege and wrong. 

Strange the Teverse, which, once abased, 

The haughty creature proves ! 
He feels his soul a barren waste, 

Nor dares affirm he loves. 

Scom'd by the thoughtless and. the vain, 

To God he presses near ; 
Superior to the world's disdain, 

And happy in its sneer. 

Oh welcome, in his heart he says. 

Humility and shame ! 
Farewell the wish for human praise, 

The music of a name ! 

But will not scandal mar the good 

That I might else perform 1 
And can Qod work it, if he would, 

By so despised a W(»m1 

Ah, vainly anxious ! — leave the Lord 

To rule thee, and dispose ; 
Sweet is the mandate of his word, 

And gracious all he does. 

He draws from human littleness 

His grandeur and renown ; 
And generous hearts with joy confess 

The triumph all his own. 

Down then with self-exalting thoaghti; 

Thy faith and hope employ, 
To welcome all that he allots, 

And suffer shame with joy. 

No longer, then, thou wilt encroach 
On his eternal right ; 
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And he shall smile at thy approach, 
And make thee his delight. 



THE SECRETS OF DIVINE LOVB AR* 
TO BE KEPT. 

Sun! stay thy coarse, this moment stay 
Suspend the o'erflowmg tide of day, 
Divulge not such a love as mine, 
Ah ! hide the mystery divine ; 
Lest man, who deems my glory shainSi 
Should learn the secret of my flame. 

O night ! propitious to my views, 
Thy sable awning wide diffuse ; 
Conceal alike my joy and pain, 
Nor draw thy curtain back again, 
Though morning, by the tecurs she shovrs 
Seems to participate my woes. 

Ye stars ! whose faint and feeble fires 

Express my languishing desires, 

Whose slender beams pervade the skies, 

As silent as my secret sighs, 

Those emanations of a soul, 

That darts her fires beyond the Pole ; 

Your rays, that scarce assist the sight, 
That pierce, but not displace the night, 
That shine indeed, but nothing show 
Of all those various scenes below, 
Bring no disturbance, rather prove 
Incentives to a sacred love. 

Thou moon ! whose never-fhiling coune 
Bespeaks a providential force, 
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Qo, tell the tidings of my flame 
To Him who calls the stars by name \ 
Whose absence kills, whose presence cheen j 
Who blots, or brightens, all my yean. 

While, in the blue abyss of space, 
Thine orb performs its rapid race ; 
Still whisper in his listening ears 
The language of my sighs and tears ; 
Tell him, I seek him, far below, 
Lost in a wilderness of woe. 

Ye thought-composkig, silent hours, 
Diffusing peace o'er all my powers ; 
Friends of the pensive, who conceal, 
In darkest shades, the flames I feel ; 
To you I trust, and safely may. 
The love that wastes my strength away. 

In sylvan scenes and caverns rude, 
I taste the sweets of solitude ; 
Retired indeed, but not alone, 
I share them with a spous% unknown, 
Who hides me here from envious eyes. 
From all intrusion and surprise. 

Imbowering shades and dens profound ! 
Where echo rolls the voice around ; 
Mountains ! whose elevated heads 
A moist and misty veil o'erspreads ; 
Disclose a solitary bride 
To him I love — ^to none beside. 

Ye rills, that, murmuring all the way, 
Among the polish'd pebbles stray ; 
Creep silently along the ground, 
Lest, drawn by that harmonious sound, 
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Some wanderer, whom I woaM not to^ 
Should stumble on my loved retieat . 

EnamelFd meads, and hillocks green, 
And streams that water all the scene, 
Ye torrents, loud in distant ears. 
Ye fountains, that receive mj tears. 
Ah I still conceal, with caution due, 
A charge I trust to none but you ! 

If, when my pain and grief increase 
I seem to enjoy the sweetest peace, 
It is because I find so fair 
The charming object of my care, 
That I can sport and pleasure make 
Of torment suffer'd for his sake. 

Ye meads and groves, unconscious things ! 
Ye know not whence my pleasure springs; 
Ye know not, and ye cannot know. 
The source from which my sorrows fkvw : 
The dear sole cause of all I feel, — 
He knows, and uiderstands them well 

Ye deserts, where the wild beasts rove, 
Scenes sacred to my hours of love ; 
Ye forests, in whose shades I stray, 
Benighted under burning day ; 
Ah ! whisper not how blest am I, 
Nor while I live, nor when I 6it. 

Ye lambs, who sport beneath these shadesi 
And bound along the mossy glades ; 
Be taught a sahitaiy fear, 
And cease to bleat when I am near ; 
The wolf may hear your harmless cry, 
Whom ye should dread as much as I. 
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How calm, amid these scenes, my mind I 
How perfect is the peace I find I 
Oh hush, be still, mj every part, 
My tongue, my pulse, my beating heart 1 
That love, aspiring to its cause, 
May suffer not a moment's pause. 

Te swift>finn'd nations, that abide 
In seas, as fathomless as wide ; 
And, unsuspicious of a snare, 
Pursue at laige your pleasures there ; 
Poor sportive fools ! how soon does man 
Tour heedless ignorance trepan. 

Away! dive deep into the brine, 
Where never yet sunk plummet line ; 
Trust me, the vast leviathan 
Is merciful compared with man ; 
Avoid his arts, forsake the beach, 
And never play within his reach. 

My soul her bondage ill endures 

I p€uit for liberty like yours ; • 

I long for that immense profound, 

That knows no bottom and no bound ; 

Lost in infinity, to prove 

The incomprehensible of love. 

Ye birds, that lessen as ye fly, 
And vanish in the distant sky ; 
To whom yon airy waste belongs. 
Resounding with your cheerftd songs ; 
Haste to escape from human sight ; 
Fear less the vulture and the kite. 

How blest and how secure am I, 
When quitting earth, I soar on high ; 
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Vhen hMt, like yoa I disappear, 
ind float in a sabliiiier ^here ; 
Whence &Uing, wkhin human riew, 
I am eoinaied, and caught like yoa! 

Omniscient GK>d, whose notice deigns 
To try the heart and search the reioSi 
Compassionate the numerous woes, 
I dare not, e'en to thee, disclose ; 
Oh save me from the cruel hands 
Of men, who tbai not thy commands ! 

Love, all-subduing and divine. 
Care for a creature truely thine ; 
Reign in a heart, disposed to own 
No sovereign but thyself alone ; 
Cherish a bride who cannot rove. 
Nor quit thee for a meaner love ! 



THE VICISSITUDES EXPERIENCED iN 
THE CHRISTIAN LIFE. 

1 SUFFER firuitless anguish day by day. 
Each moment, as it passes, marks my pain ; 
Scarce knowing whither, doubtfully I stray. 
And see no end of all that I sustain. 

The more I strive the more I am withstood ; . 
Anxiety increasing^veiy hour, 
My spirit finds no rest, performs no good, 
And nought remains of all my former power. 

My peace of heart is fled, I know not where; 
My happy hours, like shadows, pass'd away; 
Their sweet remembrance doubles all my can, 
Night darker seems, succeeding such a day. 
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Dear faded joys and impotent regret, 
What profit is there in incessant tears ? 
Oh thou, whom, once beheld, we ne'er forget, 
ReveM thy love, and banish all my fears ! 

Alas he flies me — treats me as his foe, 
Views not my sorrows, hears not when I plead ; 
Woe such as mine, despised, neglected woe, 
Unless it shortens life, is vain indeed. 

Pierced with a thousand wounds, I yet survive ; 
My pcuigs are keen, but no complaint transpires ; 
And while in terrors of thy wrath I live, 
Hell seems to loose its less tremendous fires. 

Has hell a pain I would not gladly bear, 
So thy severe displeasure might subside 1 
Hopeless of ease, I seem already there. 
My life extinguish'd, and yet death denied. 

Is this the joy so promised — this the love, 
The unchanging love, so sworn in better days 1 
Ah ! dangerous glories ! shown me, but to prove 
How lovely thou, and I how rash to gaze. 

Why did I see them 1 had I still remain'd 
Untaught, still ignorant how fair thou art. 
My humbler wishes I had still obtain 'd, 
Nor known the torments of a doubting heart 

Deprived of all, yet feeUng no desires. 
Whence then, I cry, the pangs that I sustain 1 
I^ubious and uninibrm'd, my soul inquires. 
Ought she to cherish or shake ofi* her paini 

Suffering, I suffer not — sincerely love, 
Yet feel no touch of that enlivening flame ; 
As chance inclines me, unconcern'd I move, 
All times, and all events, to me the same. 
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I tearch my heait, «nd not a wish if tbero 
Bat barns with zeal that hated self may ftU; 
Such k the sad disqaietode I share, 
A tea of doubts, and sdf the sooioe of aU. 

I ask not life, nor do I wish to die ; 
And, if thine hand accomplish not my enni 
I would not purchase with a single sigh 
A ftee dischaige fiom all that I endure. 

I groan in chains, yet want not a release; 
Am sick, and know not the distempered poit; 
Am just as void of purpose as of peace ; 
Have neither plan, nor fear, nor hope, nor heait 

My claim to life, though sought wiA earnest eaie, 
No light within me, or without me, shows ; 
Once I had feith, but now in self-despair 
Find my chief cordial and my best repose. 

My soul is a forgotten thing ; she sinks, 
Sinks and is lost, without a wish to rise ; 
Peels an indifference she abhors, and thinks 
Her name erased forever from the skies. 

Language affords not my distress a name,— 
Yet it is real and no sickly dream ; 
Tis love inflicts it ; though to feel that flame 
Is all I know of happiness supreme. 

When love departs, a chaos wide and vast, 
And dark as hell, is open'd in the soul ; 
When love returns, the gloomy scene is past. 
No tempests shake her, and no fears control 

Then tell me why these ages of delay ? 
Oh love, all excellent, once more appear : 
Disperse the shades, and snatch me into day, 
From this abyss of night, these floods of fear! 
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No — love k angry, will not now endure 
A sigh of mine, or suffer a complaint ; [cure ; 
He smites me, wounds me, and withholds the 
Exhausts my powers, and leaves me sick and 
faint. 

He wounds, and hides the hand that gave the 

btew; 
He flies, he re-appears, and wounds again — 
Was ever heart that loved thee treated so 1 
Vet I adore thee, though it seem in vain. 

And wilt thou leave me, whom, when lost and 

blmd, 
Thou didst distinguish and vouchsafe to choose, 
Before thy laws were written in my mind, 
While yet the world had all my thoughts and 

views 1 

Now leave me, when, enamor'd of thy laws, 
I make thy glory my supreme delight 1 
Now blot me firom thy register, and cause 
A faithful soul to perish from thy sight? 

What can have caused the chemge which I de- 
Is it to prove me, if my heart be true ? [plorel 
Permit me then, while prostrate I adore. 
To draw, and place its picture in thy view. 

'TIS thine without reserve, most simply thine ; 
So given to thee, that it is not my own ; 
A willing captive of thy grace divine ; 
And loves, and seeks thee, for thyself akme. 

Pain cannot move it, danger cannot scare ; 
Pleasure and wealth, in its esteem, are dust; 
It loves thee, e'en when least inclined to spare 
Its tenderest l^elipgH, and avows thee just 
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Tif an thine own; my spirit k to too, 
An nndmded offering at thy shrine; 
It seeks thy glory with no double view, 
Thy glory with no secret bent to mine. 

Love, holy lore ! and art thou not severe, 
To slight me, thus devoted, and thus fix'd 1 
Ifine is an everiasting ardor, clear 
From all selAbias, generous and unmix'd. 



But I am silent, seeing what 1 1 
And fear with cause, that I am self-deceiTed; 
Not e'en my &ith is from suspicion free. 
And that I love seems not to be believed. 

Lhre thou, and reign forever, glorious Lord ! 
My last, least offering I present thee now— 
Renounce me, leave me, and be still adored! 
Slay me, my Gk>d, and I applaud the blow. 



WATCHINO UNTO GOD IN THE NIGHT 
SEASON. 

Sleep at last has fled these eyes, 
Nor do I regret his flight, 
More alert my spirits rise, 
And my heart is free and light. 

Nature silent all around. 
Not a single witness near; 
God as soon as sought is found , 
And the flame of love bums clear. 

Interruption, all day long, 
Checks the current of my joys ; 
Creatures press me with a throng. 
And perplex me wkh their noise. 
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Undistarb'd I moBe all night, 
On the firat Eternal Pair ; 
Nothing there obstructs delight, 
Love is renovated there. 

Life, with its perpetual stir, 
Proves a foe to love and me ; 
Fresh entanglements occur — 
Comes the night and sets me free. 

Never more, sweet sleep, suspend 
My enjoyments, always new : 
Leave me to possess my friend ; 
Other eyes and hearts subdue. 

Hush the world that I may wake 
To the taste of pure delights ; 
Oh the pleasures I partake — 
God, the partner of my nights ! 

David, for the sel&ame cause. 
Night preferred to busy day ; 
Hearts whom heavenly beau^ draws, 
Wish the glaring sun away. 

Sleep, self-lovers, is for you — 
Souls that love celestial know 
Fairer scenes by night can view 
Than the sun could ever show. 



ON THE SAME. 

Season of my purest pleasure, 
Sealer of observing eyes ! 

When, in larger, freer measnte, 
I can commune with the skies; 
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While, beneath thy shade extended, 
Weary man finrgets hb woes, 

I, my daily trouble ended, 
Find, in watching, my repose. 

% Silence all around prevailing, 
Nature hash'd in slumber sweet, 
No rude noise mine ears nagaiKng, 

Now my God and I can meet : 
Universal nature slumbers, 

And my soul partakes the cahn, 
Breathes her ardor out in numbers, 
Plaintive song or bfty psalm. 

Now my passion, pure and holy. 

Shines and bums without restraint: 
Which the day's fatigue and folly 

Cause to languish, dim and faint: 
Charming hours of relaxation ! 

How I dread the ascending sun ! 
Surely, idle conversation 

Is an evil match'd by none. 

Worldly prate and babble hurt me; 

Unintelligible prove ; 
Neither teach me nor divert me ; 

I have ears fbr none but love. 
Me they rude esteem, and foolish, 

Hearing my absurd replies ; 
I have neither art's fine polish, 

Nor the knowledge of the ' 



Simple Bonlfi and unpolluted 
By conversing with the great. 

Have a mind and taste ill suited 
To their dignity and state ; 
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All thflir talking, reading, writing, 

Are but talents misapplied ; 
Infonts' prattle I delight in, 

Nothing human choose beside. 

Tis the seiaret fear of sinning ^ 

Checks my tongue, or I should say, 
When I see the night beginning, 

I am glad of parting day : 
Love this gentle admonition 

Whispers soft within my breast: 
" Choice befits not thy condition, 

Acquiescence suits thee best/' 

Henceforth, the repose and pleasure 

Night affords me I resign *, 
And thy will shall be the measure, 

Wisdom infinite ! of mine : 
V^shing is but inclination 

Ctuarrelling with thy decrees ; 
Wayward nature finds the occasion — 

'Tb her folly and disease. 

Night, with its sublime enjojrments, 

Now no longer will I choose ; 
Nor the day, with its employments, 

Irksome as they seem, refuse ; 
Lessons of a Gkxi's inspiring 

Neither time nor place impedes ; 
From our wishing and desiring 

Our unhapj^ness proceeds. 



ON THE SAME. 

NiaHT! how I love thy silent shades, 
My spirits they compose ; 
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The hhm of heaTen my sool pervadei, 
In spite of all my woes. 

While sleep izistik her p<^»py dewi 
In eveiy slumbering eye, 

I watch to meditate and muse, 
In blest tranquilfi^. 

And when I feel a (lod immenie 

Familiarly impart, 
With every proof he can dispense 

His favor to my heart 

My native meanness I lament, 
Though most divinely fill'd 

yfiib. all the ineffable content 
That Deity can jrield. 

His purpose and his course he keeps; 

Treads all my reasonings down ; 
Commands me out of nature's deeps, 

And hides me in his own. 

When in the dust, its proper place, 
Our pride of heart we lay : 

Tis then a deluge of his grace 
Bears all our sins away. 

Thou whom I serve, and whose I am. 
Whose influence from on high 

. Refines, and still refines my flame, 
And makes my fetters fly. 

How wretched is the creature's state 
Who thwarts thy gracious power; 

Cnish'd under sin's enormous weighty 
Increasing eveiy hour ! 
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TIm night, when poss'd entire with thee, 

How luminous and clear ! 
l%en sleep has no delights for me, 

Lest thou shouldst disappear. 

Hj Saviour ! occupy me still 

In this secure recess ; 
Let reason slumber if she will. 

My joy shall not be less. 

t!et reason slumber out the night ; 

But if thou deign to make 
Hy soul the abode of truth and light, 

Ah, keep my heart awake ! 



THE JOY OP THE CROSS. 

Long plunged in sorrow, I resign 
Hy soul to that dear hand of thine. 

Without reserve or fear ; 
That hand shall wipe my streaming eyes ; 
Or into smiles of glad surprise 

Transform the falling tear. 

My sole possessicm is thy love ; 
In earth beneath, or heaven above, 

I have no other store ; 
And, though with fervent suit I pray, 
And importune thee night and day, 

I ask ^ee nothing more. 

My rapid hours the course pursue 
Prescribed them by love's sweetest fiire«^ 

And I thy sovereign will, 
Without a wish to escape my doom ; 
Though still a sufferer from the womb, 

And doomed to suffer stilL 
TOL. u. 19 
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By thy command, where'er I itaiy, 
Sorrow Qttends me all my way, 

A never-failing friend ; 
And, if my sufferings may augment 
Thy praise, behold me well content" 

Let sorrow still attend ! 

It cost me no regret, that she, 

Who follow'd Christ, should follow mO| 

And though, where'er she goes, 
Thorns spring spontaneous at her M, 
I love her, and extract a sweet 

Frrai all my bitter woes. 

Adieu ! ye vain delights of earth, 
Insipid sports, and childish mirth, 

I taste no sweets in you ; 
Unknown delights are in the cross, 
All joy beside to me is dross; 

And Jesus thotlght so too. 

The cross ! Oh ravishment and bint— 
How grateful e'en its anguidi is; 

Its bitterness how sweet ! 
There eveiy sense, and all the "w«<i, 
In all her Acuities refined, 

Tastes happiness complete. 

Souls once enabled to disdain 
Base sublunaiy joys, mftint nin 

Their dignity secure ; 
The fever of desire is pass'd, 
And love has all its genuine taste, 

Is delicate and pure. 

SelAIove no grace in sorrow sees, 

Consults her own peculiar ease ; 

Tis all the bliss she knows ; 



TXANSLATIOHS FBOM &V10TX. t9X 



But BoUer aims triM Lore employ; 
In selMenial is her joy, 
In sufiering her repose. 

Sorrow and love go side by side ; 
Nor height nor depth can e'er divide 

Their heaven-appointed bands ; 
Those dear associates still are one, 
Nor till the race of life is run 

Disjoin their wedded hands. 

JesoSj avenger of our fall, 
Thou fidthfal lovpr, above all 

The cross has ever borne ! 
Oh tell me,— life is in thy voice- 
How much afflictions were thy chdce, 

And sloth and ease thy scorn I 



Thy choice and mine shall be the 
Iniqpirer of that holy flame, 

Which must forever blaze ! 
To take the cross and follow thee, 
Where love and duty lead, shall be 

My portion and my pnuse. 



JOY IN MARTYEDOM. 

SwE£T tenants of this grove ! 

Who sing without design, 
A song of artless love, 

In unison with mine : 
These echoing shades return 

Full many a note of ours, 
That wise ones cannot learn, 

With all thek boasted powers. 
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O thou 1 whose aacnd cfaami 

These hearts so seldom love, 
Ahhough thy beauty wazms 

And blesses all above ; 
How slow are human things, 

To choose their happiest lotl 
All-gbrious King of kings, 

Say why we love thee noti 

This heart, that cannot rest. 

Shall thine forever prove ; 
Though bleeding and distresi'd, 

Yet joyfUl in thy love : 
'TIS happy though it breaks 

Beneath thy chastening hand; 
And speechless, yet it speaks, 

What thou canst understand. 



SIMPLE TRUST. 

Still, still, without ceasing, 

I feel it increasing, 
This fervor of holy denre ; 

And often exclaim, 

Let me die in the flame 
Of a love that can never expire t 

Had I words to explain 

What she must sustain 
Who dies to the world and its ways ; 

How joy and affright, 

Distress and delight, 
Alternately chequer her days : 

Thou, sweetly severe ! 
I would make thee ai^>ear, 
In all thou art pleased to award, ' 
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Not more in the sweet 
Than the bitter I meet 
Hy tender and merdfUl Lord. 

This faith, in the dark, 

Pursuing its mark, 
Through many sharp trials of love, 

Is the sorrowfbl waste 

That is to be pass'd 
On the way to the Canaan above. 



THE NECESSITY OF SELF-ABASEMENT. 

SouRcs of love, my brighter sun, 
Thou alone my comfort art ; 
See, my race is almost run : 
Hast thou left this trembling heart 1 

In my youth thy charming eyes 
Drew me from the ways of men ; 
Then I drank unmingled joys } 
Frown of thine saw never then. 

Spouse of Christ was then my name ; 
And, devoted all to thee, 
Strangely jealous I became, 
Jealous of this self in me. 

Thee to love, and none beside, 
Was my darling, sole employ ; 
While alternately I died. 
Now of grief) and now of joy. 

Through the dark and silent night 
On thy radiant smiles I dwelt ; 
And to see the dawning light 
Was the keenest pain I ftAt. 
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Hmhi my gracuNM toaeber weit; 
And thine eye, lo dooe applied, 
While it waleh'd thy pai^l'a heaii, 
Seem'd to look at none bedde. 

Ck>nicioi]s of no evil drift, 
Thii, I cried, ii bve indeed — 
Til the giver, not the gift, 
l^ence the joys I feel proceed. 

But, soon humbled and laid low, 
Stript of all thou hadst conferr'd, 
Nothing left but sin and woe, 
I perceived how I had err'd. 

Oh, the vain conceit of man, 
Dreaming of a good his own, 
Arrogating all he can. 
Though the Lord is good alone t 

He the graces thou hast wroogfat 
Hakes subservient to his pride ; 
Ignorant that one such thought 
Passes all his sin beside. 

Sooh his ibUy— proved, at last 
By the loss of that repose, 
Self-complacence cannot taste, 
Only love divine bestows. 

Tb by this reproof severe, 
And by this reproof abne, 
Wm defects at last appear, 
Han is to himself nuide known. 

Learn, all earth ! that feeble man, 
Sprung from this terrestrial clod, 
Nothmg is, and nothing can ; 
Lift and power are all in God. 
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LOVE INCREASED BY SUPFEEINa 

** I LOYB the Lord/' is still the strain 

This heart delights to sing : 
But I reply — ^your thoughts are vain, 

Perhaps 'tis no such thing. 

Before the power of love divine 

Creation fiides away ; 
1111 only Grod is seen to shine 

In all that we surrey. 

In gulfii of awful night we find 

The God of our desires ; 
'Tis there he stamps the yielding mind, 

And doubles all its fires. 

Flames of encircling love invest, 
And pierce it sweetly through ; 

'Tis filled with sacred joy, yet press'd 
With sacred sorrow too. 

Ah love ! my heart is in the right — 

Amidst a thousand woes. 
To thee, its ever new delight, 

And all its peace it owes. 

Fresh causes of distress occur 

Where'er I look or move j 
The comforts I to all prefer 

Are solitude and love. 

Nor exile I nor prison fear ; 

Love makes my courage great ; 
I find a Saviour ever3rwhere, 

His grace in every state. 

Nor castle walls, nor dungeons deep. 
Exclude hit quickening beams ; 
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Then I can fit, and sing, and weep, 
And dwell on heavenly themes. 

Theie sorrow, for his sake, is found 

A joy beyond compare ; 
There no presumptuous thoughts abound, 

No {ffide can enter there. 

A SaTioor doubles all my joys, 

And sweetens all my pains, 
His strength in my defence employs, 

Consoles me and sustains. 

I Ibar no ill, resent no wrong ; 

Nor feel a passion move. 
When malice whets her slandeioiis tongue ; 

Such patience is in love. 



SCENES FAVORABLE TO MEDITATION. 

Wilds horrid and dark with o'ershadowing trees, 

Rocks that ivy and briers infold, 
Scenes nature with dread and astonishment sees. 

But I with a pleasure untold ; 

Though awfully silent, and shaggy, and rude, 
I am charm'd with the peace ye afford ; 

Tour shades are a temple where none will intrade, 
The abode of my lover and Lord. 

I am sick of thy splendor, O fountain of day. 
And here I am hid from its beams, 

Here safely contemplate a brighter display 
Of the noblest and holiest of themes. 

Ye forestsfthat yield me my sweetest repose, 
Where stillness and solitude reign. 
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To jou I leeiirely and boldly duckMe 
The dear anguish of which I complain. 

Here, sweetlj forgetting and wholly forgot 
By the world and ita turbulent throng, 

The birds and the streams lend me many a noU 
That aids meditation and song. 

Here, 'wandering in scenes that are sacred to night, 
LK>ve wears me and wastes me away, 

And often the sun has spent much of his light 
Ere yet I perceive it is day. 

While a mantle of darkness envelops the sphert 

My sorrows are sadly rehearsed, 
To me the dark hours are all equally dear, 

; And the last is as sweet as the first 

Here I and the beasts of the deserts agrea, 
Mankind are the wolves that I fear, 

Thcj grudge me my natural right to be firea, 
But nobody questions it here. 

Though little is found in this dreary abode 

That appetite wishes to find. 
My spirit is soothed by the presence of God, 

And appetite wholly resigned. 

Te desolate scenes, to your solitude led, 

My life I in praises employ, [shed 

And scarce know the source of the tears that I 
Proceed they firom sorrow or joy. 

There's nothing I seem to have skill to discern, 

I feel out my way in the dark, 
Love reigns in my bosom, I constantly bum, 

Yet hardly distinguish the spark. 

I five, yet I seem to myself to be dead, 
Such a fiddle is not to be found, 



^ 
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I am nomiih'd withoat knowing how I «a M, 
I have nothing, and ydt I abound. 

Oh love ! who in darkness art pleased to absdCi 

Though dimly, yet surely I see 
That these contrarieties only reside 

In the soul that is chosen of thee. 

Ah t send me not back to the race of mankind, 

Perversely by folly beguiled, 
For where, in the crowds I have left, shall I find 

The spirit and heart of a child 1 

Here let me, though fix'd in a deaert, be fiee ; 

A little one whom they deqpise, 
Though lost to the world, if in union with tfiMt 

Shall be holy, and happy, and wise. 



TRANSLATIONS 



THE LATIN AND ITALIAN POEMS 
OP MILTON. 



TO CHARLES DEODATI. 

At length, my firiend, the far-sent letters come, 
Charged with thj kindness, to their destined 

home; 
They come, at length, from Deva's Western side, 
Where prone she seeks the salt Vergivian tide. 
Trust me, my joy is great that thou shouldst he, 
Though horn of foreign race, yet bom for me, 
And that my sprightly firiend, now firee to roam, 
Must seek again so soon his wonted home, 
I well content, where Thames with influent tide 
My native city laves, meantime reside,' 
Nor zeal nor duty now my steps impel 
To reedy Cam, and my forbidden cell. 
Nor aught of pleasure in those fields have I, 
That to the musing bard all shade deny. 
Tis time that I a pedant's threats disdain. 
And fly ftom wrongs my soul will ne'er sustain. 
If peaceful days, in lettered leisure spent 
Beneath my father's roof be banishment, 
Then call me banish'd, I will ne'er refiise 
A name expressive of the lot I choose. 
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I would that, exiled to the Pontic shore, 
Rome's hapless bard had sufier'd nothing i 
He then had equall'd even Homer's laTS, 
And, Virgil ! thou hadst won but second praise : 
For here I woo the muse, with no control, 
And here my books — my life — absorb me whole. 
Here too I visit, or to smile or weep. 
The winding theatre's majestic sweep ; 
The grave or gay colloquial scene recruits 
Hy spirits, spent in learning's long pursaits ; 
Whether some senior shrewd, or spendthrift heir, 
Suitor, or soldier, now unarm'd, be there. 
Or some coif 'd brooder o'er a ten years' cause, 
Thunder the Norman gibberish of the laws. 
The lacquey, there, oft dupes the wary sire, 
And, artftil, speeds the enamor'd son's desire. 
There, virgins oft, unconscious what they prove, 
What love is know not, yet, unknowing, love. 
Or, if impassion'd tragedy wield high 
The bloody sceptre, give her locks to fly. 
Wild as the winds, and roll her haggard eye, 
I gaze, and grieve, still cherishing my grief. 
At times, e'en bitter tears yield sweet relief) 
As, when from bUss untasted torn away. 
Some youth dies, hapless, on hb bridal day ; 
Or when the ghost, sent back from shades bebw, 
Fills the assassin's heart with vengeful woe; 
When Troy, or Argos, the dire scene affords, 
Or Creon's hall laments its guilty lords. 
Nor always city-pent, or pent at home, 
I dwell; but, when spring calls me forth to 

roam. 
Expatiate in our proud suburban shades 
Of branching elm that never sun pervades. 
Here many a virgin troop I may descry. 
Like stars of mlliest influence, gliding by. 
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Ob forms divine ! oh looks that might insp^ 
S'en Jove himself, grown old, with young desire, 
Oft have I gazed on gem-surpassing eyes, 
Out-sparkting every star that gilds the skies ; 
^N'ecks whiter than the ivory arm bestow'd 
By Jove on Pelops, or the milky road ! [low, 
Bright locks, love's golden snare ! these fidling 
Those playing wanton o*er the graceAil hrow! 
Cheeks, too, more winning sweet than after 

shower 
Adonis tum'd to Flora's favorite flower ! 
Yield, heroines, yield, and ye who shared the 

embrace 
Of Jupiter in ancient times, give place 1 
Give place, ye turban'd fair of Persia's c&st ! 
And ye, not less renown'd, Assyria's boast ! 
Submit, ye nymphs of Greece! ye, once the 

bloom 
Of Ilion ! and all ye, of haughty Rome, 
Who swept, of old, her theatres with trains 
Redundant, and still live in classic strains I • 
To British damsels beauty's palm is due ; 
Aliens ! to follow them is fame for you. 
Oh city, founded by Dardanian hands. 
Whose towering front the circling realm 

mands. 
Too blest abode ! no loveliness we see 
In all the earth, but it abounds in thee. 
The virgin multitude that daily meets. 
Radiant with gold and beauty, in thy streets, 
Outnumbers all her train of starry fires 
With which Diana gilds thy lofty spires. 
Fame says that, wafted hither by her doves, 
With all her host of quiver-bearing loves, 
Venus, preferring Paphian scenes no more, 
Has fiz'd her empire on thy nobler shore. 
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But, Mit the riglitleas boy enforce my stay, 
I leaTe these happy walk while yet I may. 
Immortal Moly shall secure my heart 
From all the sorcery of Circsan art, 
And I will e'en repass Cam's reedy pools, 
To fhce once more the warfare of the schoob. 
Meantime accept this trifle ! rhymes though few, 
Yet such as prove thy ftiend's remembrance true ( 



ELBOT n. 

ON THE DEATH OP THE UNIVERSriT 
BEADLE AT CAMBRIDGE. 

Tms, Whose reftilgent staff and summons clear 
Minerva's flock long time was wont to obqri 

Although thyself a herald, flunous here, 
The last of heralds, death, has snatdi'd away. 

He caUs on all alike, nor even deigns 

To spare the office that himself sustains. 

Thy locks were whiter than the plumes displa/d 
By Leda's paramour in ancient time ; 

But thou wast worthy ne'er to have decay'd, 
Or, JEson-like, to know a second prime. 

Worthy, for whom some goddess should have won 

New life, oft kneeling to Apollo's son. 

Ck>mmission'd to convene with hasty call [stand ! 

The gowned tribes, how graceful wooldst thou 
So stood Cyllenius erst in Priam's hall, 

Wing-footed messenger of Jove's conmiand I 
And so Euiybates, when he address'd 
To Peleus' son Atrides' proud behest 

Dread queen of sepulchres ! whose rigorous laws 
And watchful eyes run through the realms 
below. 
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Oh, oft too adTene to Minerva's cause I 
Too often to the muse not leas a foe I 
Choose meaner marks, and with more equal tarn 
Pierce useless drones, earth's burden and its 
shame! 

Flow, therefore, tears for him from eveiy eye, 
All ye disciples of the muses, weep ! 

Assembling all in robes of sable dye. 
Around his bier lament his endless sleep 1 

And let complaining Elegy rehearse 

In every school her sweetest, saddest verse. 



ON THE DEATH OP THE BISHOP OP 
WINCHESTER. 

Silent I sat, dejected and alone, 

Making, in thought, the public woes my own, 

When first arose the image in my breast 

Of England's suffering by that scourge, the pest I 

How Death, his fUneral torch and scythe in 

hand. 
Entering the lordliest mansions of the land, 
Has laid the gem-illumined palace low, 
And levell'd tribes of nobles at a blow. 
I next deplored the famed paternal pair. 
Too soon to ashes tum'd and empty air ! 
The heroes next, whom snatoh'd into the skies, 
All Belgia saw, and fbllow'd with her sighs; 
But thee fkr most I moum'd, regretted most, 
Winton's chief shepherd, and her worthiest 

boast! 
Pour'd out in tears I thus complaining said : 
" Death, next in power to Him who rules the 

dead! 
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If it Bot enough that all the woodlands jieU 
To thj fell foiee, and eveiy Terdant field ; 
That liliea, at one noiaoine blast of thine, 
And e'en the Cjpnan queen's own roses pine; 
That oaks themeelTes, although the ninnmg lill 
Suckle their roots, must wither at thy will ; 
That all the winged nations, even those 
Whose hearen-directed flight the future shows, 
And all the beasts that in dark forests stray. 
And all the herds of Proteus are thy prey. 
Ah envious ! arm'd with powers so unconiined ! 
Why itain thy hands with blood of human kind ! 
Why take delight, with darts that never roam, 
To chase a heaven-bom spirit from her homel" 
While thus I moum'd, the star of evening 
stood. 
Now newly risen above the western flood, 
And Phmbus from his morning goal again 
Had reach'd the gulfe of the Iberian main. 
I wish'd repose, and, on my couch reclined, 
Took early rest, to night and sleep resign'd : 
When — oh for words to paint what I beheld I 
I seem'd to wander in a spacious field, 
Where all the champaign glow'd with poipla 

light. 
Like that of sunrise on the mountain height ; 
Flowers over all the field, of every hue 
That ever Iris wore, luxuriant grew. 
Nor Chloris, with whom amorous Zephyrs play, 
E'er dress'd Alcinous' garden half so ^ay. 
A silver current, like the Tagus, roU'd 
O'er golden sands, but sands of purer gold ; 
With dewy airs Favonius fann'd the flowen, 
With airs awaken'd under rosy bowers. 
Such, poetl feign, irradiated all o'er 
The son's abode on India's utmost shora. 



TRANSLATIOirs VBOM MILTOH. ^ 

While I that splendor, and the mingled shado 
Of fruitAil vines, with wonder fix'd, surveyed, 
At once, with looks that beam'd celestial grace, . 
The seer of Winton stood before my face. 
His snowy vesture's hem descending low, 
His golden sandals swept, and, pure as snow 
New^ fallen, shone the mitre on his brow. 
Where'er he trod, a tremulous sweet sound 
Of gladness shook the flowery -scene around : 
Attendant angels clap their starry wings, 
The trumpet shakes the sky, all ether rings; 
Cach chants his welcome, folds him to lus breast, 
And thus a sweeter voice than all the rest : 
" Ascend, my son ! thy Father's kingdom share I 
My son ! henceforth be freed from every carel" 

So spake the voice, and at its tender close 
With psaltery's sound the angelic band arose ; 
Then night retired, and,' chased by dawning 

day, 
The visionary bliss pass'd all away. 
I moum'd my banish'd sleep with fond concern ; 
Frequent to me may dreams like this return 1 



TO HIS TUTOR, THOMAS YOUNG, 

CHAPLAIN TO THE ENGLISH FACTORY AT 
HAMBURGH. 

Hence, my epistle — skim the deep— fly o'er 
Ton smooth expanse to the Tuetonic shore I 
Haste— lest a friend should grieve for thy delay— 
And the gods grant that nothing thwart thy 

way! 
I will myself invoke the king who binds 
In lus Sicanian echoing vault the winds, 
TOL. n. 2D 



809 oowpbb's poems. 

With Doris and her nymphs, and all the tfazong 
Of azure gods, to speed thee safe abng. 
But rather, to ensure thy hapj^er haste, 
Ascend Medea's chariot, if thou mayst; 
Or that whence young Triptolemus of yore 
Descended, welcome on the Scythian shore. 
The sands that Ime the (German coast descried, 
To opulent Hambuiga turn aside ! 
So cali'd, if legendary fame be true, 
From Hama, whom a club-arm'd Cimbrian slew! 
There fives, deep learned and primitiTely jost, 
A fhithfUI steward of his Christian trust, 
My (riend, and favorite inmate of my heart, 
That now is forced to want its better part ! 
What mountains now, and seas, alas! haw 

wide! 
From me this other, dearer self divide. 
Dear as the sage renown'd for moral troth 
To the prime spirit of the Attic youth ! 
Dear as the Stagyrite to Ammon's son. 
His pupil, who disdain'd the world he won 1 
Nor so did Chiron, or so Phoenix shine 
In young Achilles' eyes, as he in mine. 
First led by him through sweet Aonian shade, 
Each sacred haunt of Pindus I surveyed ; 
And, iavor'd by the muse, whom I impbred, 
Thrice on my lip the hallow'd stream I pour'd. 
But thrice the sun's resplendent chariot roll'd 
To Aries, has new tinged his fleece with gold, 
And Chloris twice has dress'd the meadowi 

gay. 

And twice has summer parch'd their bloom away. 
Since last delighted on lus looks I hung 
Or my ear drank the music of his tongue : 
Fly, therefore, and surpass the tempest's speed; 
Aware thyself that there is urgent need 1 
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Wm, entering, thou shalt haply seated see 
Reside his spouse, his infants on his knee ; 
Or turning, page by page, with studious look, 
Some bulky father, or God's holy book ; 
Or ministering (which is his weightiest care) 
To Christ's assembled flock their heavenly fkre. 
Give him, whatever his employment be, 
Such gratulation as he claims from me ! 
And, with a downcast eye, and carriage meek, 
Addressing him, forget not thus to speak : 
"If compass'd round with arms thou canst at- 
tend 
To verse, verse greets thee from a distant friend. 
Long due, and late, I left the English shore j 
But make me welcome for that cause the more ! 
Such from Ulysses, his chaste wife to cheer, 
The slow epistle came, though late, sincere. 
But wherefore this 1 why palliate I the deed 
For which the culprit's self could hardly plead 1 
SelPcharged, and self-condemned, his proper 

part 
He feels neglected, with an aching heart ; 
But thou forgive— delinquents, who confess, 
And pray forgiveness, merit anger less ; 
From timid foes the lion turns away. 
Nor yawns upon or rends a crouching prey. 
E'en pike-wielding Thradans learn to spare. 
Won by soft influence of a suppliant prayer; 
And heaven's dread thunderbolt arrested stands 
By a cheap victim and upUfted hands. 
Long had he wished to write, but was withhe]d. 
And writes at last, by love alone compell'd. 
For fame, too often true, when she alarms. 
Reports thy neighboring fields a scene of arms ; 
The city against fierce besiegers barr'd, 
And all the Saxon chiefii for fight prepared. 
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E1170 wastes thy coantiy wide around) 
And saturates with blood the tainted ground j 
Mars rests contented in his Thrace no more, 
But goads his steeds to fields of German gore, 
The ever rerdant olive fades and dies, 
And Peace, the trumpet-hating goddess, flies. 
Flies from that earth which justice long had left, 
And leaves the world of its last guard bereft." 

Thus horror girds thee round. Meantime akme 
Thou dwell'st, and helpless, in a soil unknown ; 
Poor, and receiving from a foreign hand 
The aid denied thee in thy native land. 
Oh, ruthless country, and unfeeling more 
Than thy own billow-beaten chalky shore ! 
Leavest thou to foreign care the worthies gi^en 
By Providence Urguide thy steps to heaven % 
His ministers, commissioned to proclaim 
Eternal blessings in a Saviour's name ! 
Ah then most worthy, with a soul unfed, 
In Stygian night to lie forever dead ! 
So once the venerable Tishbite stray'd 
An exiled fugitive firom shade to shade, 
When, flying Ahab and lus fuiy wife. 
In lone Arabian wilds he shelter'd life ; 
So from Philippa wander'd forth forlorn, 
Cilician Paul, with sounding scourges torn ; 
And Christ himself, so left, and trod no more 
The thankless Qergesene's forbidden shore. 

But thou take courage ! strive against despair 1 
Q,uake not with dread, nor nourish anxious care ! 
Grim war indeed on every side appears. 
Add thou art menaced by a thousand spears ; 
Yet none shall drink thy blood, or shall o£fend 
E'en the defenceless bosom of my friend. 
For thee the iSgis of thy Qod shall hide, 
Jehovah's self shall combat on thy side. 
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The same who Tanqmsh'd under Sion't towen 
At silent midnight all Assyria's powers, 
The same who overthrew in ages past 
Damascus' sons that laid Samaria waste 1 
Their king he fill'd and them with fiital fears, 
By mimic sounds of clarions in their ears, 
Of hoo6, and wheels, and neighings fhmi afiur, 
Of clashing armor, and the din of war. 

Thou, therefore, (as the most afflicted may), 
Still hope, and triumph o'er thy evil day I 
Look f<Mrth, expecting happier times to come, 
And to enjoy, once more, thy native home 1 



ELEOT T. 

ON THE APPROACH OP SPRING. 

Time, never wandering from his annual round, 
Bids zephyr breathe the spring, and thaw the 

ground; 
Bleak winter flies, new verdure clothes the plain, 
And earth assumes her transient youth again. 
Dream I, or also to the spring belong 
Increase of genius, and new powers of song 1 
Spring gives them, and, how strange soe'er it 



Impels me now to some harmonious themes. 
Castalia's fountain, and the forked hill 
By day, by night, my raptured fancy fill ; 
My bosom bums and heaves, I hear within 
A sacred sound that prompts me to begins 
Lo! Phoebus comes, with his bright hair ho 

blends , 
The radiant laurel wreath ; Phoebus descends 1 
I mount, and undepress'd by cumbrous clay, 
Through cloudy regions win my easy way^ , 
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Rapt through poetic shadowy haunts I fly: 
The shrines all open to mj dauntless eye, 
My spirit searches all the realms of light, 
And no Tartarean gulA elude my sight 
But this ecstatic trance— this glorious storm 
Of inspiration — what will it perform 1 
Spring claims the verse that with his inflosnoe 

glows, 
And shall be paid with what hinwelf bestowi. 
Thou, veil'd with opening ibhage, lead'it the 
throng 
Of feather'd minstrels, Philomel ! in song; 
Let us, in concert, to the season sing, 
Civic and sylvan heralds of the spring ! 
With notes triumphant spring's approach de- 
clare I 
To spring, ye muses, annual tribute bear! 
The Orient left, and Ethiopia's plains, 
The sun now northward turns his golden r^ns; 
Night creeps not now ; yet rules with gentk 

sway. 
And drives her dusky horrors swift away ; * 
Now less fatigued, on this ethereal plain 
Bodtes follows his celestial wain ; 
And now the radiant sentinels above, 
Less numerous, watch around the courts of Jove, 
For with the night, force, ambush, slaughter fly, 
And no gigantic guilt alarms the sky. 
Now, haply says some shepherd, while he views, 
Recumbent on a rock, the reddening dews, 
This night, this, surely, Phoebus miss'd the fiur, 
Who stops his chariot by her amorous care. 
Cynthia, delighted by the moming^s glow, 
Speeds to the woodland, and resumes her bow; 
Resigns her beams, and, glad to disappear, 
Blesses his aid, who shortens her career. 
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Come — Phoebus cries— Aurora come— too late 
Thou lingerestj slumbering, with thj withered 

zaate; 
Leave him, and to Hymettus' top repair ! 
Thy darling Cephalus expects thee there. 
The goddess wiUi a blush her love betrays, 
But mounts, and, driving rapidly, obeys. 
Earth now desires thee, Phcebus ! and, to engage 
Thj warm embrace, casts off the guise of age ; 
Desures thee, and deserves ; for who so sweet 
When her rich bosom courts thy genial heat 1 
Her breath imparts to every breeze that blows 
Arabia's harvest and the Paphian rose. 
Her lofty f^ont she diadems around 
With sacred pines, Uke Ops on Ida crown'd 
Her dewy locks with various flowers new blown 
She interweaves, various, and all her own ; 
For Proserpine, in such a wreath attired, 
Tanarian Dis himself with love inspired. 
Fear not, lest, cold and coy, the nymph refuse I 
Herself! with all her sighing zephyrs, sues ; 
Each courts thee, fanning soft his scented wing. 
And all her groves with warbled wishes ring. 
Nor, unendow'd and indigent, aspires 
The amorous Earth to engage thy warm desiiei^ 
But, rich in balmy drugs, assists thy claim, 
Divine Physician ! to that glorious name. 
If splendid recompense, if gifls, can move 
Desire in thee, (gifts often purchase love,) 
She offers all the wealth her mountains hide, 
And all that rests beneath the boundless tide. 
How oft, when headlong from the heavenly 

steep 
She sees thee playing in the western deep, 
How oft she cries—" Ah Phobus, why repair 
Thy waited force, why seek refSreshment theie 1 
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Can Teth js win thee 1 wherefore shonldst thoa 

laye 
A face 80 fair in her unpleasant wave 1 
Come, seek my green retreats, and rather choose 
To cool thy tresses in my crystal dews. 
The grassy turf shall yield thee sweeter rest; 
Come, lay thy evening glories on my breast, 
And breathing fresh, through many a hamid rose, 
Soft whispering airs shall lull thee to repose 1 
No fears I feel like Semele to die, 
Nor lest thy burning wheels approach too nigh, 
For thou canst govern them, here therefore rest, 
And lay thy evening glories on my breast !" 
Thus breathes the wanton Earth her amorvufl 

flame, 
And all her countless offspring feel the same ; 
For Cupid now through every region strays, 
Brightening his faded fires with solar rays ; 
His new-strung bow sends forth a deadlier 

sound, 
And his new-pointed shafts more deeply wound ; 
Nor Dian's self escapes him now untried, 
Nor even Vesta at her altar-side ; 
His mother too repairs her beauty's wane, 
And seems sprung newly from the deep again. 
Exulting youths the hymeneal sing, 
With Hymen's name rood, rocks, and valleyi 

ring; 
He, new-attired, and by the season drest. 
Proceeds, all fragrant, in his saffiron vest. 
Now many a golden-cinctured virgin roves 
To taste the pleasures of the fields and groves. 
All wish, and each alike, some ftivorite youth 
Hers, in the bonds of hymeneal truth. 
Now pipes the shepherd through his reeds again,^ 
Nor Phillis wants a song that suits the strain; 
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With songs the seaman hails the starry sphere, 
And doli^iins rise from the abyss to hear ; 
Jove feels himself the season, sports again 
With his fair spouse, and banquets all his train. 
Now too the satyrs, in the dusk of eve, 
Their mazy dance through flowery meadows 

weave, 
And, neither god nor goat, but both in kind, 
Silvanus, wreathed with cypress, skips behind. 
The dryads leave their hollow sylvan cells 
Tq roam the banks and solitary dells ; 
Pan riots now ; and from his amorous chafe 
Ceres and Cybele seem hardly safe, 
Aod Faunus, all on fire to reach the prize, 
In chase of some enticing oread flies ; 
She bounds before, but fears too swift a bound, 
And hidden lies, but wishes to be found. 
Our shades entice the immortals from above. 
And some kind power presides o'er every grove; 
And long, ye powers, o'er eveiy grove preside, 
For all is safe, and blest, where ye abide ! 
Return, O Jove ! the age of gold restore — 
Why choose to dwell where storms and thunder 

roar "J 
At least thou, Phoebus ! moderate thy speed I 
Let not the vernal hours too swift proceed. 
Command rough winter back, nor yieU the pole 
Too soon to night's encroaching, long control ! 



814 OOWPER^S F0BM9. 



TO CHARLES DEODATI, 

Who, while he spent his Christinas in the oountrjr, eeat 
the Author a poetical epistle, in which he requeatod 
that his vertee, if not bo good as usual, might be «c- 
cnaedon aocoontof the many feasttftowhkh his frieiids 
inYiled him, and which would not allow him lelsive to 
Ihiish them as he wished. 

With no rich viands overchaiged, I send 
Health, which perchance you want, my pampei'd 

friend. 
But wherefore should thy muse tempt mme away 
From what she loves, from darimess into day 1 
Art thou desirous to be told how well 
I love thee, and in verse 1 verse cannot teH 
For verse has bounds, and ibust in measoie 

move; 
B«t neither bounds nor measure knows my love. 
How pleasant, in thy lines described, appear 
December's harmless sports and rurtd cheer 1 
French spirits kindling with csrulean fires. 
And all such gambols as the time inspires ! 

Think not that vnne against good verse offends, 
Th&Huse and Bacchus have been always friends ; 
Nor Phesbus blushes sometimes to be found 
With ivy, rather than with laurel, crown'd. 
The Nine themselves ofttimes have jotn'd fte 

song 
And revels of the Bacchanalian throng ; 
Not even Ovid could in Scythian air [there. 
Sing sweetly — ^why*? — no vine would flourish 
What in brief numbers sung Anacreon's muael 
Wine, and the rose that sparkling wine bedews, 
Pindar with Bacchus glows — his every line 
Breatlies the rich fragrance of inspiring wine, 
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While, with bad crash o'erturned, the chariot fiet^ 
JUid brown with dust the fiery coiUBer flies. 
The Roman Ijrist steep'd in wine his lays 
So sweet in Olycera's and Chloe's praise. 
Now too the plenteous feast and mantling bowl 
Nourish the vigor of thy sprightly soul ; 
The flowing goblet makes thy numbers flow, 
And casks not wine alone but verse bestow. 
Thus Phosbus favors, and the arts attend, 
Whom Bacchus and whom Ceres both befriend. 
What wonder, then, thy verses are so sweet, 
In which these triple powers so kindly meet f 
The lute now also sounds with gold inwrought, 
And, touched with fljring fingers nicely taught, 
In tapestried halls, high roof 'd, the sprightly lyie 
Directs the dancers of the virgin choir. 
If dull repletion fright the muse away. 
Sights gay as these may more invite her stay ; 
And, trust me, while the ivory keys resound. 
Fair damsels sport, and perfhme steam around, 
Apollo's influence, like ethereal flame, 
Shall animate, at once, thy ^wing frame. 
And all the muse shall rush into thy breast, 
By love and music's blended powers possest. 
For numerous powers light Elegy befriend. 
Hear her sweet voice, and at her call attend ; 
Her, Baeehus, Ceres, Venus, all approve. 
And, with his blushing mother, gentle Love. 
Hence to such bards we grant the copious use 
Of banquets and the vine's delicious juice. 
But they who demigods and heroes praise. 
And feats perfbrm'd in Jove's mete youthftil days, 
Who now the counsels of high heaven expfete. 
Now shades ^lat echo the Cerberean roar, 
Simply let these, like him of Samos, live, 
Let herbs to them a bloodless banquet give ; 



816 COWPB&*S POSM8. 

In ^Mecben goblets let their beverage shine, 
Cool ftom the crystal spring, their sober wine ! 
Their youth should pass in innocence secure 
From stain licentious, and in manners pore, 
Pure as the priest, whenjrobed in white he stands, 
The fresh lustration ready in his hands. 
Thus Linus tived, and thus, as poets wiito, 
Tiresias, wiser for his loss of sight ; 
Thus exiled Chalcas, thus the Bard of Thiaoe, 
Melodious tamer of the savage race; 
Thus train'd by temperance, Homer led, of y<M^ 
His chief of Ithaca from shore to shore, 
Through magic Circe's monster-pec^led xeign, 
And shoals insidious with the syren train; 
And through the realms where grizzly spectres 

dwell. 
Whose tribes he fetter'd in a gory spell ; 
For tkteae are sacred bands, and from above 
Drink large infusions from the mind of Jove. 
Wouldst thou, (perhaps 'tis hardly worth thine 

ear,) 
Wouldst thou be told my occupation here % 
The prooused King of Peace employs ray pen. 
The eternal covenant made for guilty men, 
The new-bom Deity with infant cries 
Filling the sordid hovel where he lies ; 
The hymning angela, and the herald star, 
That led the wise, who sought him from afar, 
And idols on their own unhallow'd shore 
Dash'd, at his birth, to be revered no more, 

This theme on reeds of Albion I rehearse : 
The dawn of that blest day inspired the verse; 
Verse that, reserved in secret, shall attend 
Thy candid voice, my critic and my friend ! 
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ELEGY YII. 

As yet a stranger to the gentle fires 
That Amathusia's smiKng queen inspires, 
Not seldom I derided Cupid's darts, 
And scom'd his claim to rule all human hearts. 
*< Go, child," I said, " transfix the timorous dove 1 
An easy conquest suits an infant love ; 
Enslaye the sparrow, for such prize shall be 
Sufficient triumph to a chief like thee ! 
Why aim thy idle arms at human kind 1 
Thy shafts prevail not 'gainst the nqble mind.'' 

The Cyprian heard, and, kindling into ire, 
(None kindles sooner) bum'd with double fire. 

It was the spring, and newly risen day 
PeepM o'er the hamlets on the first of May; 
My eyes, too tender for the blaze of light, 
Still sought the shelter of retiring night, [army'd, 
When Love approach'd, in painted plumes 
The insidious god his rattling darts betray'd, 
Nor less his infant features, and the sly, 
Sweet intimations of his threatening eye. 

Such the Sigeian boy is seen above, 
Filling the goblet for imperial Jove ; [charmi, 
Such he, on whom the nymphs bestow'd their 
Hylas, who perish'd in a naiad's arms. 
Angry he seem'd, yet gracefhl in his ire, 
And added threats not destitute of fire. 
*' My power," he said, '* by others' pain alone, 
'Twere best to learn ; now learn it by thy own I 
With those that feel my power, that power attest, 
And in thy anguish be my sway confest ! 
I vanquish'd Phoebus, though returning vain 
Prom his new triumph o'er the Python slain, 
And, when he thinks on Daphne, even he 
Will yield tlie prize of archery to me. 
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A dart lew true the Parthian horseman sped, 
Behind him kill'd, and conqaer'd as he fled : 
Less tnie the expert Cydonian, and less tme 
The youth whose shaft his latent Prociis slew. 
Vanquish'd by me see huge Orion bend, 
By me Akides, and Alcides' fiiend. 
At me should Jove himself a bolt design, 
His bosom first should bleed, transfix'd by mine. 
But all thy doubts this shaft will best explain, 
Nor shall it reach thee with a trivial pain. 
Thy muse, yain youth ! shall not thy peace en- 
sure,. 
Nor Phoebus' serpent yield thy wound a cure." 

He spoke, and, waving a bright shaft in air, 
Sought the warm bosom of the Cyprian fair. 

That thus a child should bluster in my ear, 
Provoked my laughter more than moved my fear. 
I shunn'd not, therefore, public haunts, bat 

stray'd 
Canlesi in city or suburban shade, 
And, passing and repassing nymphs, that moved 
Yfith grace divine, beheld where'er I roTed. 
Bright shone the vernal day vnth double blaie 
As beauty gave new force to Phffibus' rays. 
By no grave scruples check'd, I freely eyed 
The dangerous show, rash youth my only guide, 
And many a look of many a fair unknown 
Met full, unable to c<»itrol my own. 
But oiie I mark'd, (then peace forsook my breast,) 
One— Oh how far superior to the rest ! 
What lovely fbatures ! Such the CyjHnan queen 
Herself might wish, and Juno wish her mien. 
The very nymph was she, whom, when I dared 
His arrows, Love had even then prepared ! 
Nor was himself remote, nor unsupplied 
With torch well trimm'd and quiver at hk side; 
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Now to her lips he clung, her eyelids now, 

Then settled on her cheeks, or on her brow; 

And with a thousand wounds fVom every part 

Pierced and transpierced my undefended heart. 

A fe^er, new to me, of fierce desire 

Now seized my soul, and I was all on fire ; 

But she, the while, whom only I adore, 

Was gone, and vanish'd, to appear no more. 

In silent sadness I pursue my way ; 

I pause, I turn, proceed, yet wish to stay^ 

And while I fbllow her in thought, bemoan 

With tears my soul's delight so quickly flown. 

When Jove had hurPd him to the Lemnian coast, 

So Vulcan sonow'd for Olympus lost, 

And so CEclides, sinking into night, 

From the deep gulf looked up to distant light. 

Wretch that I am, what hopes fat me itemaiiii 
Who cannot cease to love, yet love in vaini 
O could I once, once more, behold the fiur, 
Speak to her, tell her of the pangs I bear; 
Perhaps she is not adamant ; would show, 
Perhaps, some pity at my tale of woe. 
Oh inansiMcious flame — 'tis mine to prove 
A matchless instance of disastrous love. 
Ah, spare me, gentle power !~If such thou be, 
Let not thy deeds and nature disagree. 
Spare me, and I will worship at no shrine 
^^^^th vow and sacrifice, save only thine. 
Now I revere thy fir^, thy bow, thy darts : 
Now own thee sovereign of all human hearts. 
Remove ! no — grant me still this raging woe ! 
Sweet is the wretchedness that lovers know : 
But pierce hereafter (should I chance to see 
One destined mine) at once both her and me. 

Such were the trophies that, in earlier dagnv 
By vanity seduced, I toil'd to raise *, 
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StodkNis, yet indolent, and urged bj youth, 
That woTBt of teachers, from the ways of trath; 
Till Learning taught me in his shady bower 
To quit love's servile yoke, and spurn his power. 
Then, on a sudden the fierce flame suppreit, 
A frost continual settled on my breast, 
Whence Cupid fears his flame extinct to see, 
And Yenus dreads a Diomede in me. 



EPIGRAMS. 

ON THE INVENTOR OP GUNS. 

pRiiMB in old time the sage Prometheus won, 
Who stole etherial radiance from the sun ; 
But greater he, whose bold inrention strore 
Tb emulate the fiery bolts of Jove. 

[The poems on the subject of the Gonpowder Treaeoa 
I have not translated, both because the matter of them it 
unpleasant, and because they are written with an aspe^ 
ttjt which, however it might be warranted in Mitton^ 
daj, would be extremely unseasonable now.] 



TO LEONORA SINGING AT ROME.* 

Another Leonora once inspired 

Tasso vnth fhtal love, to frenzy fired ; 

But how much happier, lived he now, were he, 

Pierced with whatever pangs for love of thee ! 

Since could he hear that heavenly voice of tbine, 

With Adriana's lute of sound divine, 

• Ihave translated only two of the three poetical eoir 
pUmeots addressed to lioonora, as they appear to W0 
flur superior to what I have omitted. 
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Fieicer than Pentheus' though his eye might foU, 
Or idiot apathy benumb his soul, 
Tou still, with medicinal sounds might cheer 
His senses wandering in a blind career ; 
And, sweetly breathing through his wounded 
breast, / [rest 

Charm, with soul-soothing song, his thoughts to 

TO THE SAME. 

Naples, too credulous, ah ! boast no more 
The sweet-voiced syren buried on thy shore, 
That, when Parthenope deceased, she gave 
Her sacred dust to a Ghalcidic grave. 
For still she lives, but has exchanged the hoarse 
Pausilipo for Tiber's placid course. 
Where, idol of all Rome, she now in chains 
Of magic song both gods and men detains. 



THE COTTAGER AND HIS LANDLORD. 



A PEASANT to his lord paid yeariy court, 
Presenting pippins of so rich a sort, 
That he, displeased to have a part alone, 
Rempved the tree, that all might be his own. 
The tree, too old to travel, though before 
So firuitful, withered, and would yield no more. 
The 'squire, perceiving all his labor void, 
CuTs'd his own pains, so foolishly employ'd, 
And, " Oh," he cried, « that I had lived content 
With tribute, small indeed, but kindly meant t 
My avarice has expensive proved to me. 
Has cost me both my pippins and my tree." 
21 
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TO CHRISTINA, QUEEN OP SWEDEN, 
WITH CROBfWELL'S PICTURE. 

Christina, maiden of heroic mien! 
Star of the North i of northern stais the queen! 
Behold what wrinkles I hi^ve eara'd, and how 
The iron casque still chafes my veteran brow, 
While following Fate's daA footsteps, I ftdfil 
The dictates of a hardy people's will 
But soften'd in thy sight my lodLs appear, 
Not to all queens or kings alike severe. 



ON THE DEATH OP THE VICE-CHAN- 
CELLOR, A PHYSICIAN. 

Learn, ye nations of the earth, 
The condition of your Inrth, 
Now be taught your feeble state! 
Know, that all must yield to fate I 

. If the moumftil rover, Death, 

Say but once, — " Resign your breath!" 
Vainly of escape you dream, 
You must pass the Stygian stream. 

Could the stoutest overcome 
Death's assault, and baffle doom, 
Hercules had both withstood, 
Undiseased by Nessus' blood. 

Ne'er had Hector press'd the plain 
By a trick of Pallas slain, 
Nor the chief to Jove allied 
By Achilles' phuitom died. 

Could enchantments life prolong, 
Circe, saved by magic song, 
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Still had Jived, and equal skill 
Had preserved Medea still. 

Dwelt in herbs and drugs a power 
To avert man's destined hour, 
Leam'd Machaon should have known 
Doubtless to avert his own : 

Chiron had survived the smart 
Of the hydra-tainted dart, 
And Jove's bolt had been, with ease, 
Foil'd by Asclepiades. 

Thou too, sage ! of whom forlorn 
Helicon and Girrha mourn, 
Still hadst fiU'd thy princely place. 
Regent of the gowned race: 

Hadst advanced to higher fame 
Still thy much ennobled name, 
Nor in Charon's skiff explored 
The Tartarean gulf abhorr'd. 

But resentful Proserpine, 
Jealous of thy skill divine, 
Snapping short thy vital thread. 
Thee too numbered with the dead. 

Wise and good ! untroubled be 
liie green turf that covers thee ! 
Thence, in gay profusion grow 
All the sweetest flowers that blow ! 

Pluto's consOTt bid thee rest ! 
MaaoM pronounce thee blest ! 
To her home thy shade consign ! 
Make Elysium ever thine ! 
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ON THE DEATH OP THE BISHOP OF 
ELY. 

My lids with grief were tumid yet, 

And rtiU my aullied cheek was wet 

With briny dews profusely shed 

For venerable Winton dead : 

When feme, whose tales of saddest sound, 

Alas ! are ever truest found, 

The news through all our cities spread 

Of yet another mitred head 

By ruthless fate to death consign'd, 

Ely, the honor of his kind \ 

At once a storm of passion heaved 
My boiling bosom, much I grieved; 
But more I raged, at every breath 
Devoting Death himself to death. 
With less revenge did Naso teem 
When hated Ibis was his theme ; 
With less Archilochus denied 
The lovely Greek his promised bride. 

But lo ! while thus I execrate, 
Incensed, the minister of fate, 
Wondrous accents, soft, yet clear, 
Wafted on the gale I hear. 

«* Ah, much deluded ! lay aside 
Thy threats and anger misapplied ! 
Art not afraid with sounds Uke these 
To offend, where thou canst not appeaicl 
Death is not (wherefore dream'st thoatha«?) 
The son of Night and Erebus : 
Nor was of fell Eiynnia born 
On gul& where Chaos rules forlorn; 
But sent from God, his presMioe leaves, 
To gather home his ripen'd sheaves, 
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To call encumber'd souls away 
From fleshy bonds to boundless day, 
(As when the winged hours excite, 
Ancl summon forth the morning light,) 
And each to convoy to her place 
Before the Eternal Father's face. 
But not the wicked—them, severe 
Yet just, from all their pleasures here 
He hilrries to the realms below, 
Terrific realms of penal woe I 
Hyself no sooner heard his call, 
Than, 'scaping through my prison wall, 
I bade adieu to bolts and bars, 
And soared, with angels, to the stars, 
Like hun of old, to whom 'twas given 
To mount on fiery wheels to heaven. 
Bootes' wagon, slow with cold, 
Appaird me not ; nor to behold 
The sword that vast Orion draws, 
Or e'en the Scorpion's horrid claws. 
Beyond the sun's bright orb I fly. 
And far beneath my feet descry 
Night's dread goddess, seen with awe. 
Whom her winged dragons draw. 
Thus, ever wondering at my speed. 
Augmented still as I proceed, 
I pass the planetary sphere. 
The milky way — and now appear 
Heaven's crystal battlements, her door 
Of massy pearl, and emerald floor. 

" But here I cease. For never can 
The tongue of once a mortal man 
In suitable description trace 
The pleasures of that happy i^ace j 
Suffice it, that those joys divine 
Are all, aud all forever, mine I" 
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NATURE UNIMPAIRED BY TIME. 

Ah, Jiow the human mind wearies henelf 
With her own wanderings, and, niTOhred k 

gloom 
Impenetrable, specalates amiasl 
Measuring in her fi>Uy things divine 
By human ; laws inscribed on adamant 
By laws of man's doTice ; and coonsek iix'd 
Forever, by the hours that pass and die. 
How1--shall the fiiee of nature then be 
ploiigfa'd 
Into deep wrinkles, and shall years at last 
On the great parent &l a sterile corse 1 
Shall even she confess old age, and halt, 
And, palsy-smitten, shake her stany browsl 
Shall foul antiquity with rust, and drought, 
And famine, vex the radiant worlds above 1 
Shall Time's unsated maw crave and ingulf 
The very heavens, that regulate his flight 1 
And was the sire of all able to fence 
Wb works, and to uphold the circling worlds, 
But, through improvident and heedless haste 
Let slip the occasion 1 — so then— all is lost— 
And in some fhture evil hour, yon arch [poles 
Shall crumble, and come thundering down, the 
Jar in coUisbn, the Olympian king, 
Fall with his throne, and Pallas, holding forth 
The terrors of the Gk>rgon shield in vain. 
Shall rush to the abyss, like Vulcan huri'd 
Down into Lemnoe, through the gate of heaven. 
Thou also, with precipitated wheels, 
PhoBbus I thy own son's fell shalt imitate, 
With hideous ruin shalt impress the deep 
Suddenly, and the flood shall reek, and hki» 
At the extinction of the lamp of day. 
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fThen too irfiall Hamas, doTen to hk bate, 
Be shattered, and the huge Ceraunian hills, 
Once weapons of Taitaxean Dis, immeisod 
In Erebos, shall fill himself with fear. 

No. The Almighty Father sorer laid 
His deep foundations, and providing weU 
For the event of all, the scales of fete 
Suspended in just equipoise, and bade 
His universal works, from age to age, 
One tenor hold, perpetual, undisturb'd. 

Hence th^ pnme mover wheels itself about 
Continual, day by day, tfnd with it bean 
In social measure swift, the heavens'around. 
Not tardier now is Saturn than of old, 
Nor radiant less the burning casque of Mars. 
PhoBbns, his vigor unimpaired, still shows 
The effulgence of his youth, nor needs the god 
A downward course, that he may warm the vales ; 
But, ever rich in influence, runs hi^ road, 
Sign after sign, through all the heavenly zone. 
Beautiful, as at first, ascends the star 
From odoriferous Ind, whose office is 
To gather home betimes the ethereal flock, 
To pour them o'er the skies again at eve, 
And to discriminate the night and day. 
Still Cynthia's changeful horn waxes and wanaa 
Alternate, and with arms extended still 
She wekomes to her breast her brother's beams. 
Nor have the elements deserted yet 
Their fiinctions ; thunder with as loud a stroke 
As erst smites through the rocks and scattam 

them. 
The east still howls; still the relentless north 
Invades the shuddering Scythian, still he breathsa 
The winter, and still rolls the storms along. 
The king of ocean, with his wonted force, 
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BeaU on Peloras ; o'er the deep is heaid 
The hoarse alarm of Triton's sounding shdl; 
Nor swim the monsters of the JEgetJk sea 
In shallows, or beneath diminished waTes. 
Thon too, thy ancient vegetatiTe power 
Bnjoy'st, O Earth ! Narcissos still is sweet; 
And Phosbus ! still thy favorite, and still 
Thy fovorke Cy therea ! both retain 
Their beauty ; nor their mountains, ore-enrich'd 
For punishment of man, with purer goM 
Teem'd ever, or with brighter gems the deep. 

Thus in unbroken seiles all proceeds; 
And shall, till wide involving either pole, 
And the immensity of yonder heaven, 
The final flames of destiny absorb 
The world, consumed in one enormous pyre I 



ON THE PLATONIC IDEA AS IT WAS 
UNDERSTOOD BY ARISTOTLE. 

Ye nster powers, who o'er the sacred groves 
Preside, and thou, fhir mother of them all, 
Mnemosyne! and thou who, in thy grot 
Immense, rechned at leisure, hast in charge 
The archives and the ordinances of Jove, 
And dost record the festivals of heaven, 
Btemity ! — inform us who is He, 
That great original, by nature chosen 
To be the archetype of human kind. 
Unchangeable, immortal, with the poles 
Themselves coSval, one, yet everywhere. 
An image of the Ood who gave him being 1 
Twin-brother of the goddess bom fifom Jove, 
He dwells not in hb father's mind, but, though 
Of common nature with ourselves, exists 
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Apart, and occupiei a local home — 

Whether companion of the stars, he spend 

External ages, roaming at his will [dwell 

From sphere to sphere, the tenfold heavens, or 

On the moon's side that nearest neighbors earth, 

Or torpid on the banks of Lethe sit 

Among the multitade of souls ordain'd 

To flesh and blood ; or whether (as may chance) 

That vast and giant model of our kind 

In some far distant region of this globe 

Sequester'd stalk with lifted head on high 

O'ertowering Atlas, on whose shoulders rest 

The stars, terrific even to the gods. 

Never the Theban seer, whose blindness proved 

His best illumination, him beheld 

In secret vision ; never him the son 

Of Pleione, amid the noiseless night 

Descending to the prophet choir reveal'd ; 

Wm never knew the Assyrian priest, who yet 

The ancestry of Ninus* chronicles, 

And Belus, and Osiris, far renown'd ; 

Nor even thrice great Hermes, although skill'd 

So deep in mystery, to the worshippers 

Of Isis showed a prodigy like him. 

And thou, who hast immortalized the shades 
Of Academus, if the schools received 
This monster of the fancy first from thee, 
Either recall at once thy banish'd bards 
To thy republic, or thyself, evinced 
A wilder fabulist, go also forth. 



TO HIS FATHER. 

Oh that Pieria's spring would through my breast 
Pour its inspiring influence, and rush 
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No liU, but rather an o'erflowing flood *, 
Hiat, fyt my Tenerable fatlier's sake [wingB 
AU mesufier themes renounced, my muse, on 
Of duty borne, might reach a loftier strain I 
For thee, my father ! howsoe'er it please, 
She frames this slender work ; nor know I aii|^ 
That may thy gifts more suitably requite : 
Hiongh to requite them suitably would ask 
Returns much nobler, and surpassing &r 
The meagre stores of verbal gratitude: 
But, such as I possess, I send thee aU. 
This page presents thee in their fUll amount 
With thy son's treasures, and the sum is nought; 
Nought, save the riches that firom aiiy dream 
In secret grottoes and in laurel bowers, 
I have, by golden Clio's gift, acquired. 

Verse is a work divine ; despise not thou 
Verse therefore, which evinces (nothing vafnte) 
Man's heavenly source, and which, retaining still 
Some scintillations of Promethean fire, 
Bespeaks him animated firom above. 
The gods love verse ; the infernal powers them- 
selves 
Confess the influence of verse, which stirs 
The lowedt deep, and binds in triple chains 
Of adtunant both Pluto and the shades. 
In verse the Delphic priestess and the pak 
Tremulous sybil make the fUture known; 
And he who sacrifices, on the shrine 
Hangs verse, both when he smites the threatening 

buU 
And when he spreads his reeking entrails wide 
To scrutinize the fates enveloped there. 
We too, ourselves, what time we seek again 
Our native skies, and one eternal now 
Shall be the only measure of our being, 
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Ciown'd all with gold, and chanting to the lyn 
Harmonious verse, shall range the courts aboTCi 
And make the starry finnament resound. 
And, even now, the fiery spirit pure 
That wheels yon circling orbs, directs himself 
Their mazy dance with melody of verse • 
Unutterable, immortal, hearing which 
Huge Ophiuchus holds his hiss suppressed ; 
Orion, soften'd, drops his ardent blade, 
And Atlas stands unconscious of his load. 
Verse graced of old the feasts of kings, ere yet 
Luxurious dainties, destined to the gulf 
Immense of gluttony, were known, and eie 
Lyeus deluged yet the temperate board. 
Then sat the bard a customary guest 
To share the banquet, and, his length of locks 
With beechen honors bound, proposed in verso 
The characters of heroes and their deeds, 
To imitation ; sang of chaos old, 
Of nature's birth, of gods that crept in search 
Of acorns fallen, and of the thunderbolt 
Not yet produced from ^Etna's fiery cave. 
And what avails, at last, tune without voice, 
Devmd of matter ! Such may suit perhaps 
The rural dance, but such was ne'er the song 
Of Orpheus, whom the streams stood still to hear, 
And the oaks follow'd. Not by chords alone 
Well touched, but by resistless accents more, 
To sympathetic, tears the ghosts themselves 
He moved ; these praises to his verse he owes. 

Nor thou persist, I pray thee, still to shght 
The sacred Nine, and to imagine vain 
And useless powers, by whom inspired, thyself 
Art skilful to associate verse with airs 
Harmonioas, and to give the human voice 
A thousanil modulations, heir by right 
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laditpntable of Arion'i fame. 

Now say, what wonder is it, if a son 

Of thine delight in verse, if, so conjoin'd 

In close affinity, we sympathize 

In social arts and kindred studies sweet 1 

Such distribution of himself to us 

Was Phoebus' choice ; thou hast thy gift, and I 

Mine also, and between us we receive, 

Father and son, the whole inspiring God. 

No ! howsoe'er the semblance thou assume 
Of hate, thou hatest not the gentle muse, 
My father ! for thou never badest me tread 
The beaten path, and broad, that leads right on 
To opulence, nor didst condenm thy son 
•To the insipid clamors of the bar, 
To laws voluminous, and ill observed ; 
But, wishing to enrich me more, to fill 
My mind with treasure, ledd'st me fiir away 
From city din to deep retreats, to banks 
And streams Aonian, and, with free consent, 
Didst place me happy at Apollo's side. 
I speak not now, on more important themes 
Intent, of common benefits, and such 
As nature bids, but of thy larger gifts, 
My father ! who, when I had open'd once 
The stores of Roman rhetoric, and learn'd 
The full-ton'd language of the eloquent Greeks, 
Whose lofty music graced the lips of Jove, 
Thyself didst counsel me to add the flowers 
That Gallia boasts, those too, with which the 

smooth 
Italian his degenerate speech adorns, 
That witnesses his mixture with the Goth } 
And Palestine's prophetic songs divine. 
To sum the whole, whate'er the heaven cont&ioi, 
The earth beneath it, and the air between, 
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*l*he rivers and the restless deep, may all 

Prove intellectual gain to me, my wish 

Concurring with thy will; science herself, 

All cloud removed, inclines her heauteous head, 

And offers me the lip, if, dull of heart, 

I shrink not, and decline her gracious hoon. 

Oo now, and gather dross, ye sordid minds 
Thatv/M>vet it ; what could my fhther more 1 
What more could Jove himself, unless he gave 
His own abode, the heaven in which he reigns 1 
More eligible gifts than these were not 
Apollo's to his son, had they been safe 
As they were insecure, who-made the boy 
The worid's vice luminary, bade him rule 
The radiant chariot of the day, and bind 
To his young brows his own allrdazzling wreath. 
I therefore, although \aalt and least, my place 
Among the learned in the laurel grove 
Will hold, and where the conqueror's ivy twines, 
Henceforth exempt from the unletter'd throng 
Pre&ne, nor even to be seen by such. 
Away then, sleepless care, complaint, away, 
And envy, with thy " jetdous leer malign !" 
Nor Jet the monster calumny shoot forth 
Her venom'd tongue at me. Detested foes ! 
Te all are impotent against my peace, 
For I am privileged, and bear my breast 
Safe, and too high for your viperean wound. 

But thou, my father, since to render thanks 
Equivalent, and to requite by deeds 
Thy liberality, exceeds my power, 
Suffice it, that I thus record thy gifts, 
And bear them treasured in a grateful mind ! 
Ye, too, the fovorite pastime of my yoiith, 
My voluntary numbers, if ye dare 
'^o hope longevity, and to survive 
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Tour master's fanenJ, not soon absorb'd 

In the obliTious Lethean gol^ 

Shall to futurity perhaps conTcy 

This theme, and by these praises of my liie 

Improve the finthers of a distant age! 



TO SALSILLUS, A ROMAN POET, MUCH 
INDISPOSED. 

The original is written in a measure caUed Seazoni 
which signifies limping, and the measure is so deaoi^ 
nated, because, though in other respects Iambic, it to- 
minatea with a Spondee, and has, ooosequently, amore 
tardy movement. 

The reader win tanmediately see Aat this property of 
the Lstia verse cannot be imitated in English. 

Mt halting muse, that dragg*st by choice along 
Thy slow, slow step, in melancholy song. 
And Kkest that pace, expressive of thy caies. 
Not less than Diopeia's ^aighther airs, [tread 
When in the dance she beats vnth measoied 
Heaven's floor, in fVont of Juno*s golden bed; 
Salute Salsillus, who to verse divine 
Prefers, with peurtial love, such lays as mine. 
Thus writes that Milton, then, who, wafted o'er 
From his own nest on Albion's stormy shore. 
Where Euros, fiercest of the .£olian band, 
Sweeps with ungovem'd rage the blasted land, 
Of late to more serene Ausonia came 
To view her cities of illustrious name, 
To prove himself a witness of the truth, 
How wise her elders, and how leam'd her yovth. 
Much good, Salsillus f and a body free 
From all disease, that Milton asks for thee, 
Who now endu^st the languor and the pains 
That bile inflicts, diflTused through all thy veins; 
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Relentless inalad j ! not moved to spare 

By thy sweet Roman voice and Lesbian air ! 

Health, Hebe's sister, sent us from the skies, 
And thou, Apollo, whom all sickness flies, 
Pythius, or Psan, or what name divine 
So'er thou choose, haste, heal a priest of thine t 
Te groves of Faunus, and ye hills that melt 
With vinous dews, where meek Evander dwelt I 
If aught salubrious in your confines grow. 
Strive which shall soonest heal your poet*s woe, 
That, rendered to the muse he loves, again 
He may enchant the meadow with his strain. 
Numa, TecUned in everlasting ease 
Amid the shade of dark embowering trees, 
Viewing with eyes of unabated fire 
His loved JEgeria, shall that strain admire : 
So soothed, the tumid Tiber shall revere 
The tombs of kings, nor desolate the year, 
Shall curb his waters with a friendly reign, 
And guide them harmless, till they meet the main. 



TO GIOVANNI BATTISTA MANSO, 

MARaUIS OF VILLA. 

miltom's ACootniT or mahso. 

GioTiimi Battista Manso, Marquis of Villa, is an ItsUan 
BoUeman of the highest eatlmatioik among his oonntry^ 
men, for genius, literature, and military aoompliahments. 
To him Torquato Taaao addressed his Dialogues on 
Friendship, for he was much the Mend of Taaso, who 
has also celebrated him among the other princes of Ma 
contry, in his poem entitled, Gemsalemme Conquis- 
tata,bookxx. 

Fra cavalier magnanimi, e eortesi, 
Rtoplende U Manso. 

Dnb^ the «iithor*s Kay at Nsplss, he received at the 
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bandt of the mftrquis a thonaaiMi kind ofltoes anddviK 
ities, and, desirous not to appear angrstefiil, sent liim 
this poem a short time before his depsrtore from tJui 
city. 

Thub Tenet also to thy praise, the Nine. 
Q Manso ! happy in that theme, design, 
For, Gallus and Mecenas gone, they see 
None such besides, or whom they love as thee; 
And if my verse may give the meed of &ine, 
Thine too shall prove an everlasting name. 
Already such, it shines in Tasso's page 
(For thou wast Tasso's friend) from age to age, 
And, next, the muse consigned (not unaware 
How high the chaige) Marino to thy care, 
Who, singing to the nymphs Adonis' praise. 
Boasts thee the patron of his copious lays. 
To thee alone the poet would entrust 
His latest vows, to thee alone his dust; 
And thou virith punctual piety hast paid. 
In labor'd brass, thy tribute to his diade. 
Nor this contented thee — but lest the grave 
Should aught absorb of theirs which thou couldst 

save, 
AU future ages thou hast deign'd to teach 
The life, lot, genius, character of each. 
Eloquent as the Carian sage, who, true 
To his great theme, the life of Homer drew. 
I, therefore, though a stranger youth, who 

come * [home, 

Chiird by rude blasts that freeze my northern 
Thee dear to Clio, confident proclaim, 
And thine, for Phoebus' sake, a deathless name. 
Nor thou, so kind, wilt view with scornful eye 
A muse scarce rear'd beneath our sullen sky. 
Who fears not, indiscreet as she is young, 
To seek in Latin hearers of her .song. 
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We too, where Thames with its unsullied waves 
The tresses of the blue-hair'd Ocean laves, 
Hear oil by night, or, slumbering, seem to hear 
O'er his wide stream, the swan's voice warbling 

clear; 
And we could boast a Tityrus of yore 
Who trod, a welcome guest, your happy shore. 

Yes — dreary as we own our northern clime, 
E'en we to Phoebus raise the polish'd rhyme, 
We too serve Phoebus ; Phoebus has received 
(If legends old may claim to be believed) 
No sordid gifts firom us, the golden ear, 
Th^ burnish'd apple, ruddiest of the year, 
The fragrant crocus, and, to grace his fane, 
Fair dainsels chosen from the Druid train ; 
Druids, our native ba^ds in ancient time, 
Who gods and heroes praised in haUow'd rhyme! 
Hence, oilen as the maids of Greece surround 
Apollo's shrine with hymns of festive sound. 
They named the virgins who arrived of yore 
With British offerings on the Delian shore, 
Loxo, from giant Corineus sprung, 
Upis, on whose blest lips the future hung, 
And Hacaerge, with the golden hair, 
All deck'd with Pictish hues, and all with bo* 
soms bare. 

Thou, therefore, happy sage, whatever clime 
Shall ring with Tasso's praise in after time, 
Or with Marino's, shalt be known their friend. 
And with an equal flight to fame ascend. 
The world shall hear how Phoebus and the Nino 
Were inmates once, and willing guests of thine. 
Yet Phoebus, when of old constrain 'd to roam 
The earth, an exile from his heavenly home, 
Enter'd, no willing guest, Admetus' door. 
Though Hercules had ventured there before. 

VOL II. 22 
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Bat gentle Chiron's cave was near, a scene 
Of rural peace, clothed with perpetual green, 
And thither, oft as respite he required, 
From rustic clamors loud, the god retired. 
There, many a time, on Peneus' bank reclined 
At some oak's root, with ivy thick entwined, 
Won by his hospitable friend's desire, 
He soothed his pains of exile with the lyre. 
Then shook the hills, then trembled Peneua* 
Nor GBta felt his load of forest more ; [shoie, 
The upland elms descended to the plain. 
And soflen'd lynxes wonder'd at that strain. 
Well may we think, Oh, dear to all above ! 
Thy birth distinguished by the smile of Jove, 
And that Apollo shed his kindliest power, 
And Maia'sson, on that propitious hour. 
Since only minds so bom can comprehend 
A poet's worth, or yield that woxth a ficiend. 
Hence on thy yet unfaded cheek appears 
The lingering freshness of thy greener yean; 
Hence in thy front and features we admire 
Nature unwither'd and a mind entire. 

might so true a friend to me belong. 
So skill'd to grace the votaries of song, 

^Should I recall hereafter into rhyme 

The kings and heroes of my native clime, 

Arthur the chief, who even now prepares, 

In subterraneous being ftiture wars. 

With all his martial knights to be restored 

Each to his seat around the federal board ; 

And oh, if spirit fail me not, disperse 

Our Saxon plunderers in triumph verse ! 

Then, after all, when, with the past content, 

A life I finish, not in silence spent ; 

Should he, kind mourner, o'er my deathbed bend, 

1 shall but need to say " Be yet my fHend !" 
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He too, perhaps shall bid the marble breathe 

To honor me, and with the graceful wreath 

Or of Parnassus or the Paphian isle 

Shall bind my brows — but I shall rest the while. 

Then Ulso, if the fhiits of faith endure. 

And virtue's promised recompense be sure, 

Bom to those seats to which the blest asf»re 

By purity of soul and virtuous fire, 

These rites, as fate permits, I shall survey 

With eyes illumined by celestial day, 

And, every cloud from my pure spirit driven, 

Joy in the bright beatitude of heaven ! 



ON THE DEATH OP DAMON. 

THE ARGUMENT. 

Ttajrais and Damon, shepherds and neighbors, had al- 
ways porsoed the same studies, and had, from their 
earliest days, been miited in the closest firiendship. 
Thyrsis, while travelling for improvement, received 
intelligence of the death of Damon, and, after a time, 
rettiming and finding it true, deplores himself and his 
solitary condition, in this poem. 

By Damon is to be understood Charles Deodati, oon- 
nected with the Italian city of Lucca by his flither'B 
side, in other respects an Englishman ; a youth of un- 
common genius, erudition, and virtue. 

Ve Nymphs of Himera, (for ye have shed 

Erewhile for Daphnis, and for Hylas dead. 

And over Bion*s long-lamented bier, 

The fruitless meed of many a sacred tear,) 

Now through the villas laved by Thames reheaiw 

The woes of Thyrsis in Sicilian verse. 

What sighs he heaved, and how with groans 

profound 
He made the woods and hollow rocks resound 
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Young Damon dead ; nor even ceased to poor 
His lonely sorrows at the midnight hour. 

The green wheat twice had nodded in the 
ear, 
And golden harvest twice enriched the year, 
Since Damon's lips had geuip'd for vital air, 
The last, last time, nor Thyrsis yet was there ; 
For he, enamoured of the muse, remain'd 
In Tuscan Fiorenza long detain'd, 
But, stored at length with all he wished to learn, 
For his flock's sake, now hasted to return ; 
And when the shepherd had resumed his seat 
At the elm's root, within his old retreat, 
Then 'twas his lot then all his loss to know. 
And firom his burden'd heart he vented thus his 
woe: 

" Go seek your home, my lambs ; my thoughts 
are due 
To other cares than those of feeding you. 
Alas ! what deities shall I suppose 
In heaven, or earth, concerned for human woes, 
Since, oh my Damon ! their severe decree 
So soon condemns me to regret of thee ! 
Depart'st thou thus, thy virtues unrepaid 
With fame and honor, like a vulgar shade ! 
Let him forbid it, whose bright rod controls, 
And separates sordid from illustrious souls. 
Drive far the rabble, and to thee assign 
A happier lot with spirits worthy thine ! 

" Qo, seek your home, my lambs; my thoughts 
are due 
To other cares than those of feeding you. 
Whate'er befall, unless by cruel chance 
The wolf first give me a forbidding glance, 
Thou shalt not moulder undeplored. but long 
Thy praise shalld well on every shepherd's tongue. 
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To Daphnis first they shall delight to pay, 
And, after him, to thee the votive lay, 
While Pales shall the flocks and pastures love, 
Or Faunus to frequent the field or grove ; 
At least, if ancient piety and truth, 
With all the learned labors of thy youth, 
May serve thee aught, or to have left behind 
A sorrowing fHend, and of the tunefUI kind. 
" Qoj seek your home, my Iambs ; my thoughts 

are due 
To other cares than those of feeding you. 
Who now my pains and perils shall divide, 
As thou wast wont, for ever at my side, 
Both when the rugged ftost annoy'd our feet, 
And when the herbage all was parch'd with heat ; 
Whether the grim wolf's ravage to prevent, 
Or the huge lion's, arm'd with darts we went; 
Whose converse now shall calm my stormy day, 
With charming song who now beguile my way 1 
" Oo, seek your home, my lambs ; my thoughts 

are due • 

To other cares than those of feeding you. 
In whom shall I confide 1 Whose counsel find 
A balmy medicine for my troubled mind 1 
Or whose discourse with innocent delight 
Shall fill me now, and cheat the wintry night, 
While hisses on my hearth the pulpy pear, 
And blackening chestnuts start and crackle there, 
While storms abroad the dreary meadows whehn, 
And the wind thunders through the neighboring 

elm? 
" Go seek your home, my lambs ; my thoughts 

are due 
To other cares than those of feeding you. 
Or who, when summer suns their summit reach, 
And Pan sleeps hidden by the sheltering beech, 
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When aliepheids dUutj^ar, nymphs seek the 

aedge, 
And the itretch'd rustic snores beneath the 

hedge. 
Who then shall render me thy pleasant vein 
Of Attic wit, thy jests, thy smiles again 1 

^' Gto, seek your home, my lambs ; my thoughts 

are due 
To other cares than those of feeding you. 
Where glens and vales are thickest overgrown 
With tangled boughs, I wander now alone, 
Till night descend, while blustering wind and 

shower 
Beat on my temples through the shattered bower. 
*' Go, seek your home, my lambs ; my thoughts 

are due 
To other cares than those of feeding you. 
Alas ! what rampant weeds now shame my fields, 
And what a mildew'd crop the furrow yields; 
My rambhng vines un wedded to the trees. 
Bear siKvell'd grapes ; my myrtles fedl to please ; 
Nor please me more my flocks ; they, slighted 

turn 
Their unavailing looks on me, and mourn. 
" Go, seek your home, my lambs ; my thoughts 

are due 
To other cares than those of feeding you. 
^Egon invites me to the hazel grove, 
Amyntas, on the river's bank to rove. 
And young Alphesiboeus to a seat 
Where branching elms exclude the mid-day heat. 
*Here fountains spring — here mossy hillocks 

rise; 
Here zephyr whispers, and the stream replies.'— 
Thus each persuades, but, deaf to every call, 
I gain the thickets, and escape them all. 



I 
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" Go, seek your home, my lambs ; my thoughts 
are due 
To other cares than those of feeding you. 
Then Mopsus said, (the same who reads so well 
The voice of birds, and what the stcurs foretell, 
For he by chance had noticed my return,) 
* What meems thy sullen mood, this deep ed&- 

cem 1 
Ah. Thyrsis, thou art either crazed with loTe, 
Or some sinister influence from above ; 
Dull Saturn's influence oft the shepherds rod ; 
His leaden shaft oblique has i»erc'd thee through.' 

" Go, go, my lambs, unpastured as ye are, • 
My thoughts are all now due to other care. 
The nymphs, amazed, my melancholy see, 
And, ' Thyrsis !' cry — * what will become of thee 1 
What wouldst thou, Thyrsis ? such shoilid not 

appear 
The brow of youth, stem, gloomy, and Berei^; 
Brisk youth should laugh and love — ah, shun uie 
fate [later 

Of those, twice wretched mopes ! who love too 

" GU>, go, my lambs, unpastured as ye are ; 
My thoughts are all now due to other care. 
Mgle with Hyas came, to soothe my pain, 
And Baucis' daughter, Diyope, the vain, 
Fair Diyope, for voice and finger neat 
Known far and near, and for her self-conceit ; 
Chloris too came, whose cottage on the lands 
That skirt the Idumanian current stands ; 
But all in vain they came, and but to see 
Kind words, and comfortable, lost on me. 

" Go, go, my lambs, unpastured as ye are ; 
My thoughts are all now due to other care. 
Ah blest indiflerence of the playful herd, 
None by his fellow chosen, or prefen'd 1 
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No bondi of ami^ the floclu inthral, 

But each aMOciates, and is pleased with all ; 

So grate the dappled deer in numerous droves, 

And all his kind alike the zehra loves ; 

That same law governs, where the billows roar, 

And Proteus' shoals overspread the desert sh(«e •, 

The sparrow, meanest of the feather'd race, 

His fit companion finds in every place, 

With whom he picks the grain that suits him 

hest. 
Flirts here and there, and late returns to rest, 
And whom, if chance the finlcon makes his pfef/ 
Or hedger with his well aim'd arrow slay, 
For no such loss the gay survivor grieves, 
New love he seeks, and new delight receives. 
We only, an obdurate kind, rejoice. 
Scorning all others, in a single choice. 
We vcarce in thousands meet one kindred mmd. 
And if the long-sought good at last we find, 
wnen least we fear it. Death our treasure steals, 
And gives our heart a wound that nothing heals. 

" GK>, go, my lambs, unpastured as ye are ; 
My thoughts are all now due to other care. 
Ah, what delusion lured me from my flocks, 
To traverse Alpine snows and rugged rocks ! 
What need so great had I to visit Rome, 
Now sunk in ruins, and herself a tomb 1 
Or had she flourished still, as when of old. 
For her sake Tityrus forsook his fold. 
What need so great had I to incur a pause 
Of thy sweet intercourse for such a cause. 
For such a cause to place the rodring sea, 
Rocks, mountains, woods, between my Mend 

and me 1 
Else had I grasp'd thy feeble hand, composed 
Thy decent Kmbs, thy drooping eyelids closed, 
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And, at the last, had said — ' Farewell — ascend — 
Nor even in the skies forget thy friend !' 

"Ooi go, my lambs, untended homeward 
ftre; 
My thoughts are all now due to other care. 
Although well pleased, ye tuneful Tuscan swains? 
My mind the memory of your worth retains. 
Yet not your worth can teach me less to mourn 
My Damon lost. — He too was Tuscan bom, 
Bom in your Lucca, city of renown! 
And wit possessed, and genius, like your own. 
Oh how elate was I, when, stretch'd beside 
The murmuring course of Amo's breezy tide, 
Beneath the poplar grove I pass'd my hours. 
Now cropping myrtles, and now vernal flowers, 
And hearing, as I lay at ease along, 
Tour swains contending for the prize of song I 
I also dared attempt (and, as it seems. 
Not much displeased attempting) various themes, 
For even I can presents boast from you, 
The shepherd's pipe and ozier basket too. 
And Dati and Francini both have made 
My name familiar to the beechen shade. 
And they are leam'd, and each in every place 
Renown'd for song, and both of Lydian race. 

" Go, go, my lambs, untended homeward fore ; 
My thoughts are all now due to other care. 
While bright the dewy grass with moonbeams 

shone. 
And I stood hurdling in my kids alone. 
How often have I said (but thou hadst found 
Ere then thy dark cold lodgment underground) 
Now Damon sings, or springes sets for hares, 
Or wickerwork for various use prepares ! 
How oft, indulging fancy, have I plann'd 
New scenes of pleasure that I hoped at hand, 
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C«ll'd thee abroad as I was wont, and cried — 
*What, hoal my ftiend— come lay thy task 

aside ( 
Haste, let us forth together, and beguile 
The heat beneath yon whispering shades awhile, 
Or on the margin stray of C<^e's clear f^ood. 
Or where Cassibelan's grey turrets stood I 
There thou shalt cull me simples, and shalt teach 
Thy firiend the name and healing powers of each, 
From the tall bluebell to the dwarfish weed, 
What the dry land, and what the marshes hnod, 
For all their kinds alike to thee are known, 
And the whole art of Galen is thy own.' 
Ah, perish Galen's art, and withered be 
The useless herbs thai gave not health to thee I 
Twelve evenings since, as in poetic dream, 
I meditating sat some statelier theme. 
The reeds no sooner touch'd my lip, though new, 
And unessay'd before, than wMe they flew. 
Bursting their waxen bands, nor coidd sustain 
The deep-toned music of the solemn strain \ 
And I am vain perhaps, but I will tell 
How proud a theme I chose— ye groves, fiurewelL 
*' Go, go, my lambs, untended homeward fare; 
My thoughts are all now due to other care. 
Of Brutus, Dardan chief, my song shall be. 
How with bis barks he plough'd the British sea, 
First from Rutupia's towering headland seen, 
And of his consort's reign, fabr Imogen ; 
Of Brennus and Belinus, brothers bold. 
And of Arviragtts, and how of old 
Our hardy sires the Armorican controll'd, 
And of the wife of GU>rlois, who, surprised 
By Uth^, in her husband's form disguised, 
(Such was the force of Merlin's art,) became 
Prqpiant with Arthur of heroic fame. 
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These themes I now revolve — and Oh — if Fate 
Proportion to these themes my lengthened date, 
Adieu my shepherd's reed— yon pine tree bough 
Shall be thy future home, there dangle thou 
Forgotten and disused, unless ere long 
Thou change thy Latin for a British song : 
A British 1 — even so — the powers of man 
Are bounded ; little is the most he can ; 
And it shall well suffice me, and shall be 
Fame and proud recompense enough for me, 
If Usa, golden-hair'd, my veree may learn, 
If Alain bending o^&r his crystal urn, [stream. 
Swift-whirling Abra, Trent's o'ershadow'd 
Thames, lovelier far than all in my esteem, 
Tamar's ore-tinctured flood, and, after these, 
The wave-worn shores of utmost Orcades. 

" Go, go, my Iambs, untended homeward fare ; 
My thoughts are all now due to other care. 
All this I kept in leaves of laurel rind 
Enfolded safe, and for thy view designed, 
This— and a gift from Manso's hand beside, 
(Manso, not least his native city's pride,) 
Two cups that radiant as their giver shown, 
Adom'd by sculpture with a double zone. 
The spring was graven there ; here slowly wind 
The Red sea shores with groves of spices lined ; 
Her plumes of various hues cunid the boughs 
The sacred, solitary phoenix shows, 
And, watchful of the dawn, reverts her head 
To see Aurora leave her watery bed. 
— In other part, the expansive vault above, 
And there too, even there, the god of love ; 
With quiver arm'd he mounts, his torch displays 
A vivid Ught, his gem-tipt arrows blaze, 
Around his bright and fiery eyes he rolls. 
Nor aims at vulgar minds or little souls. 
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Nor deigns one look below, but, aiming hi^, 
Sends eveiy arrow to tbe lofty sky; 
Hence forms divine, and minds immortal, Jeaio 
Tbe power of Cupid, and enamour'd bum. 

" Tbou, also, Damon, (neither need I fear ' 

That hope delusive,) thou art also there*, 
For whither should simplicity like thine' . 

Retire, where else should spotless virtue shine ? I 

Thou dwell'st not (thought profane) in shades \ 

below. 
Nor tears suit thee — cease then, my tears, tft 

flow. 
Away. with grief; on Damon ill bestow'd ! 
Who, pure himsel£^ has found a pure abode, 
Has pass'd the showery arch, henceforth resides 
With saints and heroes, and from flowing tides 
duaffs copious immortality and joy 
With hallow'd lips !— Oh ! blest without alloy. 
And now enrich'd with all that fhith can claim, 
Look down, entreated by whatever name, 
If Damon please thee most (that rural sound 
Shall oft with echoes fill the groves around) 
Or if Deodatus, by which alone 
In those ethereal mansions thou art known. 
Thy blush was maiden, and thy youth the taste 
Of wedded bliss knew never, pure and chaste, 
The honors, therefore, by divine decree 
The lot of virgin worth, are given to thee : 
Thy brows encircled with a radiant band. 
And the green palm branch waving in thy hand, 
Thou in inmioital nuptials shalt rejoice. 
And join with seraphs thy according voice, 
Where rapture reigns, and the ecstatic Ijrre 
Guides the blest orgies of the blazing quire." 
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AN ODE ADDRESSED TO MR. JOHN 
ROUSE, 

IjIBRarian op the uniyersity op oxpord, 

On a loBt Volume of my Poems, which he derired me to 
replace, that he might add them to my other Workii 
deposited in the Library. 

Ibis ode is rendered without rhyme, that it might 
more adequately represent the original, which, as Miltcm 
himself informs us, is of no certain Measure. It may 
poflsibly for this reason disappoint the reader, though it 
coet the writer more labor than the translation of any 
other piece in the whole collection. 

strophe. 

My twofold book ! single in show 

But double in contents, 
Neat but not curiously adom'd. 

Which, in his early youth, 
A poet gave, no lofty one in truth. 
Although an earnest wooer of the muae — 
Say, while in cool Ausonian shades 

Or British wilds he roam'd, 
Striking by turns his native lyre, 

By turns the Daunian lute, 
• And stepp'd almost in i 



ANTISTROPHE. 

Say, little book, what furtive hand 
Thee from thy fellow books convey'd, 
What time, at the repeated suit 
Of my most learned friend, 
I sent thee forth an honor'd traveller, 
From our great city to the source of Thames, 
Csruleao sire ! 
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Where rise the fountains, and the raptures ring, 
Of the Aonian choir, 
Durable as yonder spheres, 
And through the endless lapse of years 
Secure to be admired 1 

STROPHE II. 

Now what god, or demi-god, 
For Britain's ancient genius moved, 

(If our afflicted land 
Have expiated at length the guilty sloth 
Of her degenerate sons) 
Shall terminate otir impious feuds. 
And discipline with hallow'd voice recalll 
Recall the muses too, 
Driven from theur ancient seats 
In Albion, and well nigh from Albion's shore. 
And, with keen Phoebean shafts 
Piercing the unseemly birds, 
Whose talons menace us, 
ShaU drive the Harpy race from Helicon afer 1 

ANTISTROPHB. 

But thou, my book, though thou hasl stray'd, 
Whether by treachery lost. 
Or indolent neglect thy bearer's fault, 
From all thy kindred books, 
To some dark cell or cave forlorn, 

Where thou endurest, perhaps, 
The chafing of some hard untutor'd hand. 
Be comforted — 
For lo ! agam the splendid hope appears 

That thou mayst yet escape 
The gulfe of Lethe, and on oary wings 
If ount to the everlasting courts of Jove ! 
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STROPHE III. 

Since Rouse desires thee, and complains 
That, though by promise his, 
Thou yet appear'st not in thy place 
Among the literary noble stores 

Oiven to his care, 
But, absent, leavest his numbers incomplete. 
He, therefore, guardian vigilant 
Of that unperishing wealth, 
Calls thee to the interior shrine, his charge, 
Where he intends a richer treasure far 
That Ion kept (Ion, Erectheus' son 
Illustrious, of the fair Creusa bom) 
In the resplendent temple of his god, 
Tripods of gold, and Delphic gifts divine. 

ANTISTROPHE. 

Haste, then, to the pleasant groves, 
The muses' favorite haunt ; 
Resume thy station in Apollo's dome, 

Dearer to him 
Than Delos, or the fork'd Pamanian hill ! 

Exulting go, 
Since now a splendid lot is also thine, 
And thou art sought by my propitious firiend ; 
For there thou shalt be read 
With authors of exalted note. 
Hie ancient gk>rious lights of Greece and Rome. 



Te, then, my works, no longer vain, 

And worthless deem'd by me ! 
Whate'er this sterile genius has produced. 
Expect, at last, the ragft of envy spent, 
An unmolest^J happy home, 
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Gift of kind HermeS; and my watchful ftiend, 
Where never flippant tongue pro&ne 
Shall entrance find, 
And whence the coarse unlettered multitude 
Shall babble far remote. 
Peihaps some future distant age, 
Less tinged with prejudice, and better taught, 
Shall ftimish minds of power 
To judge more equally. 
Then, malice silenced in the tomb, 
Cooler heads and sounder hearts, 
Thanks to Rouse, if aught of praise 
I merit, shall with candor weigh the claim. 



TRANSLATIONS OF THE ITALIAN POEMS. 



SONNET. 

Fair Lady I whose harmonious name the Rhine, 
Through all his grassy vale, delights to hear, 
Base were indeed the wretch who could foibear 

To love a spirit elegant as thine, 

That manifests a sweetness all divine, 
Nor knows a thousand winning acts to spare. 
And graces, which Love's bow and arrows aie, 

Tempering thy virtues to a softer shine. 

When gracefully thou speak'st, or singest gay 
Such strains as might the senseless forest move, 

Ah then — turn each his eyes and ears away, 
Who feels himself unworthy of thy love ! 

Grace can alone preserve him ere the dart 

Of fond desire yet reach his inoiait heazt 
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SONNET. 

As on a hill-top rude, when closing day 

Ixnbrowns the scene, some pastoral maiden fail 
Waters a lovely foreign plant with care, 
Borne from its native genial airs away, 
That scarcely can its tender bud display. 

So, on my tongue these accents, new and rare, 
Are flowers exotic, which Love waters there. 
While thus, O sweetly scornful ! I essay 

Thy praise in verse to British ears unknown, 
And Thames exchange for Amo's fkir domain ; 
So love has will'd, and ofttimes Love has 

shown, 
That what he wills, he never wills in vain — 
Oh that this hard and sterile breast might be 
To Him, who plants from heaven, a soil as free I 



CANZONE. 

Thet mock my toil— the nymphs and amorous 

swains — 
And whence this fond attempt to write, they ciy, 
Love-songs in language that thou little know'sti 
How darest thou risk to sing these foreign 

strains 1 
Say truly. Find'st not oft thy purpose crossed. 
And that thy fairest flowers here fade and die 1 
Then with pretence of admiration high — 
Thee other shores expect, and other tides. 
Rivers, on whose grassy sides 
Her deatiiless laurel leaf, with which to bind 
Thy flowing locks already Fame provides ; 
Why then this burden, better far declin'd 1 
Speak, muse ! for me— the fair one said, who 

guides • 

VOL. II. 23 
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My willing heart, and all my fancy's flights, 
« This is the language in which Love delights." 



SONNET, TO CHARLES DEODATL 

Charles — and I say it wondering— thou must 
know 
That I, who once assumed a scornful air 
And scoflTd at Love, am fallen in his snare, 
(Full many an upright man has fallen so :) 
Tet think me not thus dazzled hy the flow 
Of golden locks, or damask cheek ; more rare 
The heartfelt beauties of my foreign ftur ; 
A mien majestic, with dark brows that show 
The tranquil lustre of a lofty mind ; 
Words exquisite, of idioms more than x>ne, 
And song whose fascinating power might bind, 
And firom her sphere draw down the labonng 

moon; 
With such fire-darting eyes that, shovM I fill 
My ears with wax, she would enchant me stilL 



SONNET. 

Lady ! It cannot be but that thine eyes 
Must be my sun, such radiance they display. 
And strike me e'en as Phoebus him whose way 

Through horrid Libya's sandy desert lies. 

Meantime, on that side steamy vapors rise 
Where most I suffer. Of what kind are they, 
New as to me they are, I cannot say, 

But deem them, in the lover's language — sighs. 

Some, though with pain, my bosom close conceals. 

Which, if in part escaping thence, they tend 
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To soften thine, thy coldness soon congeals. 
"While others to my tearful eyes ascend, 
Whence my sad nights in showers are ever 

drown*d, 
Till mj Aiuora comes, her brow with roses bound, 



SONNET. 

Enamor'd, artless, young, on foreign ground) 
Uncertain whither firom myself to fly ; 
To thee, dear Lady with an humble sigh 
Let me devote my heart, which I have found 
By certain proofi, not few, intrepid, sound. 
Good, and addicted to conce^ions high : [sky, 
When tempests shake the world, and fire the 
It rests in adamant self-wrapt around. 
As safe from envy as from outrage rude, 
Fnmi hopes and fears that vulgar minds abuse, 
As fond of genius, and fix*d fortitude, 
Of the resounding lyre and every muse. 
Weak you will find it in one only part. 
Now pierced by love's immedicable dart. 



SIMILE IN PARADISE LOST. 

* So when, from mountain tops, the dosky doods 
Ascending,* &c 

Q,UALEs adrii mentis de vertice nubes 

Cum surgunt, et jam Bores tumida ora qnidrunt, 

Coelum hilares abdit, spiss^ caligine, vultus : 

Turn, si jucundo tandem sol prodeat ore, 

Et croceo montes et pascua lumine tingat, 

Gaudent omnia, aves mulcent concentibus agros 

Balatuque ovium colics vallesque resultant. 
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TRANSLATION OP DRYDEN'S EPIGRAM 
ON MILTON.^ 

Trbs tria, sed longh distantia, sscala vates 

Ostentant tribus h gentibus eximios. 
Greda sublimem, cum majestate diseitum 

Roma tulit, felix Anglia utrique parem. 
PaitabuB ex binis Natura exhaosta, coactaest, 

Tertius at fieret, consociare duos. 

July, 1780. 



TRANSLATIONS 



VINCENT BOURNE. 



I. THE GLOWWORM. 

Beneath the hedge, or near the stream, 

A wonn is known to stray, 
That shows by night a lucid beam 

Which disappears by day. 

Disputes have been, and still prevail, 
From whence his rays proceed ; 

Some give that honor to his tail, 
And others to his head. 

But this is sure — ^the hand of night 

That kindles up the skies, 
Gives him a modicum of light 

Proportion'd to hb size. 

Perhaps indulgent Nature meant, 

By such a lamp bestow'd, 
To bid the traveller, as he went. 

Be careful where he trod : 

Nor crush a worm, whose useful light 
Might serve, however small, 

To show a stufnbling stone by night, 
And save him from a fall. 
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Whatever she meant, thk truth divine 

Is legible and plain, 
'Tis power almighty bids him shine, 

Nor bids him shine in vain. 

Ve proud and wealthy, let this theme 
Teach humbler thoughts to yon, 

Since such a reptile has its gem, 
And boasts its splendor too. 



II. THE JACKDAW. 

Thbre is a bird who, by his coat 
And by the hoarseness of his note, 

Might be supposed a crow ; 
A great firequenter of the church, 
Where, bishop-like, he finds a peich, 

And dormitory too. 

Above the steeple shines a plate,' 
That turns and turns, to indicate 

From what point blows the weather. 
Look up — ^your brains begin to swim, 
'Tis in the clouds—that pleases him, 

He chooses it the rather. 

Fond of the speculative height, 
Thither he wings his airy flight, 

And thence securely sees 
The bustle and the rareeshow. 
That occupy mankind below, 

Secure and at his ease. 

You think, no doubt, he sits and muMt 
On future broken bones and bnuses, 
If he should chance to fall 
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No ; not a single thought like that 
Employs his philosophic pate, 
Or troubles it at all. 

He sees that this great roundabout, 
The world, with all its motley rout. 

Church, army, physic, law, 
Its customs and its businesses, 
Is no concern at all of his, 

And says — ^what says he 1 — Caw. 

Thrice happy bird ! I too have seen 
Much of the vanities of men ; 

And, sick of having seen 'em. 
Would cheerfiilly these limbs resign 
For such a pair of vnngs as thine 

And such a head between 'em. 



ill. THE CRICKET. 

LfTTLE inmate, full of mirth. 
Chirping on my kitchen hearth, 
Wheresoe'er be thine abode. 
Always harbinger of good. 
Pay me for thy warm retreat 
With a song more soft and sweet ; 
In return thou shalt receive 
Such a strain as I can give. 

Thus thy praise shall be express'd, 
Inoffensive, welcome guest ! 
While the rat is on the scout, 
And the mouse with curious snout, 
With what vermin ebe infest 
Every dish, and spoil the best ; 
Frisking thus before the fire, 
Thou hast all thine heart's desire. 
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Though in voice and shape they be 
Form'd as if akin to thee, 
Thou surpassest, happier far, 
Happiest grasshoppers that are ; 
Theirs is but a summer's song, 
Thine endures the winter long, 
Unimpaired, and slirill, and clear. 
Melody throughout the year. 

Neither night nor dawn of day 
Puts a period to thy play : 
Sing, then — and extend thy span 
Far beyond the date of man. 
Wretched man, whose years are spent 
In repining discontent, 
Lives not, aged though he be, 
Haifa span, compared with thee. 



IV. THE PARROT. 

• 

In painted plumes superbly dress'd, 
A native of the gorgeous east, 

By many a billow toss'd ; 
Poll gains at length the British shore, 
Part of the captain's precious store, 

A present to his toast. 

Belinda's maids are soon preferred, 
To teach him now then a word, 

As Poll can master it ; 
But 'tis her own important charge. 
To qualify him more at large. 

And make him quite a wit 

Sweet Poll ! his doting mistress cries, 
Sweet Poll ! the mimic bird replies, 
And calls aloud for sack. 
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She next initnicto him in the kiss ; 
'Tib now a little one, like Miss, 
And now a hear^ smack. 

At first he aims at what he hears ; 
And, listening close with both his ears, 

Just catches at the sound ; 
But soon articulates aloud, 
Much to the amusement of the crowd, 

And stuns the neighbors round. 

A querulous old woman's voice 
His humorous talent next employs, 

He scolds, and gives the lie. 
And now he sings, and now is sick. 
Here, Sally, Susan, come, come quick, 

Poor Poll is like to die ! 

Belinda and her bird ! 'tis rare 

To meet with such a well match'd pair, 

The language and the tone. 
Each character in every part 
Sustained with so much grace and ait, 

And both in unison. 

When children first begin to spell. 
And stammer out a syllable, 

We think them tedious cieatures ; 
But difficulties soon abate, 
When birds axe to be taught (o prate, 

And women are the teachers. 



THE THRACIAN. 

Thracian parents, at his birth, 
Mourn their babe with many a tear, 



\ COVFIB's POSH8. 

But, with undlMemUed ndith, 
Place him hreathkss on his Iner, 

Greece and Rome, with equal scorn, 
" O the savages !" exclaim, 

" Whether they rejoice or mourn, 
Well entitled to the name I" 

But the cause of this concern 
And this pleasure would they trace, 

Even they might somewhat learn 
From the savages of Thrace. 



RECIPROGAL KINDNESS THE PRIMART 
LAW OP NATURE. 

Androcles, from his injured lord, in dread 
Of instant death, to Lybia's desert fled, [heat, 
Tired with his toilsome flight, and paich'd with 
He spied at length a cavern's cool retreat ; 
But scarce had given to rest his weary frame. 
When, hugest of his kind, a lion came : 
He roar'd approaching : but the savage din 
To plaintive murmurs changed — arrived within, 
And with expressive looks, his Hfled paw 
Presenting, aid implored from whom he saw. 
The fugitive, through terror at a stand. 
Dared not awhile afford his trembling hand ; 
But bolder grown, at length inherent found 
A pointed thorn, and drew it from the wound. 
The cure was wrought ; he wiped the sanioas 

blood. 
And firm and free from pain the lion stood. 
Again he see]u the wilds, and day by day 
Regales his inmate with the parted prey. 
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Nor he dwdfl'*^ the dole, thoogh unprepared, 
Spread on the ground, and with a lion shared. 
But thus to live — still lost— sequester'd still — 
Scarce seem'd his lord's revenge a heavier ilL 
Home ! native home ! O might he but repair ! 
He must — he will, though death attends him 

there. 
He goes, and, doom'd to perish, on the sands 
Of the full theatre unpitied stands : 
When lo ! the selfsame lion from his cage 
Fhes to devour him, famish'd into rage. 
He flies, but viewing in his purposed prey 
The man, his healer, pauses on his way, 
And, soften'd by remembrance into sweet 
And kind composure, crouches at his feet. 

Mute with astonishment, the assembly gaze : 
But why, ye Romans 1 Whence your mute 

amazel 
AU this is natural : nature bade him rend 
An enemy : she bids him spare a firiend. 



A MANUAL, 

MORE INCIENT THIN THB ART OP PRINTINOi AND 
NOT TO BE POUND IN ANT CATALOGUE. 

There b a book, which we may call 

(Its excellence is such) 
Alone a Hbrary, though small; 

Hie ladies thumb it much. 

Words none, things numerous it contains : 
And things with words compared, 

Who needs be told, that has his brains, 
Which merits most regard 1 
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OAliiiiM iti leaves of •coriet hoe 

A golden edging boast; 
And opened, it displays to view 

Twelve pages at the most 

Nor name, nor title, stamp'd behind, 

Adorns its outer part ; 
But all within, 'tis richly lined, 

A magazine of art. 

The whitest hands that secret hoard 

Oft visit : and the fair 
Preserve it in their bosoms stored, 

As with a miser's care. 

Thence implements of every siie, 

And form'd for various use, 
(They need but to consult their eyes), 

They readily produce. 

The largest and the longest kind^ 

Possess the foremost page ; 
A sort most needed by the blind, 

Or nearly such, firom age. 

The ftill charg'd leaf which next ensues, 

Presents in bright array 
The smaller sort, which matrons use, 

Not quite so blind as they. 

The third, the fourth, the fifth supply 

What their occasions a^, 
Who with a more discerning eye 

Perform a nicer task. 

But still with regular decrease, 

From size to size they fall. 
In every leaf grow less and less ; 

The last are least of all. 
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O ! what a fhnd of genius, pent 

In narrow space is here ! 
This volume's method and intent 

Ho^r luminoiiB and clear ! 

It leaves no reader at a loss 

Or posed, whoever reads : 
No commentator's tedious gloss, 

Not even index needs. 

Search Bodley's many thousands o'er ! 

No hook is treasured there, 
Not yet in Granta's numerous store, 

That may with this compcure. 

No ! — rival none in either host 

Of this was ever seen, 
Or, that contents could justly hoast, 

So biilHant and so keen. 



AN ENIGMA. 

A NEEDLE, small as small can be. 
In bulk and use surpasses me, 

Nor is my purchase dear ; 
For little, and almost for nought, 
As many of my kind are bought 

As days are in the year. 

Tet though but Iktle use we boast, 
And are procured at little cost 

The labor is not light ; 
Nor few artificers it asks, 
All skilAil in their several tasks, 

Tofashion us aright 
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One ftisea metal o'er the Aiej 
A second draws it into wire, 

The shears another plies ; 
Who cUps in length the brazen thread 
From him who, chafing every shred, 

Gives all an equal size. 

A fifth prepares, exact and round, 
The knob with which it must be crown'd ; 

His follower makes it fast : 
And with his mallet and his file 
To shape the point, employs awhile 

The seventh and the last 

Now, therefote, CEdipus ! declare 
What creature, wonderfhl, and rare, 

A process that obtains 
Its purpose with so much ado 
At last produces !— tell me true, 

And take me for your pains ! 



SPARROWS SELF-DOMESTICATED IN 
TRINITY COLLEGE, CAMBRIDGE. 

None ever shared the social feast, 
Or as an inmate or a guest. 
Beneath the celebrated dome 
Where once Sir Isaac had his home, 
Who saw not (and vnth some delight 
Perhaps he view'd the novel sight) 
How numerous at the tables there. 
The sparrows beg their daily fare. 
For there in every nook and cell 
Where such a family may dwell, 
Sure as the vernal season comes 
Their nest they weave in hope of crumbs, 
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Which kindly given, may serve with food 
Convenient their unfeather'd brood *, 
And oft as with its summons clear 
The warning bell salutes their ear, 
Sagacious listeners to the sound, 
They flock from all the fields arou.i I. 
To reach the hospitable hall, 
None more attentive to the call. 
Arrived, the pensionary band, 
Hopfong and chirping, close at hand. 
Solicit what they soon receive, 
The sprinkled, plenteous donative. 
Thus is a multitude, though large. 
Supported at a trivial charge ; 
A single doit would overpay 
The expenditure of every day, 
And who can grudge so small a grace 
To suppliants, natives of the place 1 



FAMILIARITY DANOEROUS. 

As in her ancient mistress' lap 

The youthful tabby lay, 
lliey gave each other many a tap. 

Alike disposed to play. 

But strife ensues. Puss waxes waim, 
And with protruded claws 

Ptoughs all the length of Lydia's arm, 
Mere wantonness the cause. 

At once, resentful of the deed, 
She shakes her to the ground 

With many a threat that she shall bleed 
With still a deeper wound. 
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Bat, Lydia, bid thy fiiij leat r 
It was a venial stroke : 

For she that will with kittens jest 
Should bear a kitten's joke. 



INVITATION TO THE REDBBBAST. 

Sweet bird, whom the winter constraint^ 

And seldom another it can — 
To seek a retreat while he reigils 

In the well-shelter'd dwellings of maOi 
Who never can seem to intrude, 

Though in all places equally ftee, 
Ckxne oft as the season is rude, 

Thou art sure to be welcome to me. 

At fli^t of the first feeble ray 

That pierces the clouds of the east, 
To inveigle thee every day 

My windows shall show thee a feast, 
For, taught by experience, I know. 

Thee mindful of benefit long ; 
And that, thankful for all I bestow. 

Thou wilt pay me with many a song. 

Then, soon as the swell of the buds 

Bespeaks the renewal of spring, 
Fly hence, if thou wilt, to the woods. 

Or where it shall please thee to sing : 
And shouldst thou, compell'd by a frost. 

Come again to my window or door. 
Doubt not an afiectionate host, 

Only pay as thou paid'st me before. 

This music must needs be confess'd 
To flow from a fountain above ; 
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Ebe how should it work in the breast 
Unchangeable friendship and lovel 

And who on the globe can be found, 
Save your generation and ours, 

lliat can be delighted by sound, 
Or boasts any musical powers 1 



STRADA'S NIGHTINGALE. 

The shepherd iouch'd his reed ; sweet Philomel 
Essay'd, and oft essay'd to catch the strain, 

And treasuring, as on her ear they fell, 
The numbers, echo'd note for note again. 

The peevish youth, who ne'er had found belbm 
A rival of his skill, indignant heard. 

And soon (for various was his tuneful store) 
In loftier tones defied the simple bird. 

She dared the task, and rising as he rose. 
With all the force that passion gives inspired, 

Retum'd the sounds awhile, but in the cloee 
Exhausted fell, and at his feet expired. 

Thus strength, not skill prevaiTd. O fatal strife, 
By thee, poor songstress, playfully begun ; 

And, O sad victoiy, which cost thy life, 
And he may wish that he had never won 1 



ODE ON THE DEATH OP A LADY, 

Who lived one hundred years, and died oh 
her birthday, 1728. 

Ancient dame, how wide and vast 
To a race like ours appears, 

TOI.. It. ''* 
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Rounded to an orb at last, 
Ail thy multitade of yean ! 

We, the herd of human kind, 
Frailer and of feebler powers; 

We, to narrow bounds confined, 
Soon exhaust the sum of oan. 

Death's delicious banquet— we 
Perish oven fh>m the w<»Db, 

Swifter than a shadow flee, 
Nouiiah'd but to feed the tomb. 

Seeds of merciless disease 
Lurk in all that we enjoy ; 

Some that waste us by degrees. 
Some Chat suddenly destroy. 

And, if life o'erleap the bourn 
Common to the sons of men, 

What remains, but that we mourn, 
Dream, and dote, and drivel then) 

Fast as moons can wax and wane 
Sorrow comes ; and, while we gwaBi 

Pant with anguish, and complain, 
Half our years are fled and gone. 

If a few (to few 'tis given). 
Lingering on this earthly stage, 

Creep and halt with steps uneven 
To the period of an age. 

Wherefore live they, but to see 
Cunning, arrogance and force. 

Sights lamented much by thee, 
Holding their accustom'd course 1 

Oft was seen, in ages past, 
All that we with wonder view; 
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Often shall be to the last ; 
Earth produces nothing new. 

Thee we gratulate, content 

Should propitious Heaven design 

Life for us as calmly spent, 
Though but half the length of thine. 



THE CAUSE WON. 

Two neighbors furiously dispute ; 
A field — the subject of the suit. 
Trivial the spot, yet such the rage 
With which the combatants engage, 
*Twere hard to tell who covets most 
The prize — at whatsoever cost. 
The pleadings swell. Words still suffice : 
No single word but has its price. 
No term but yields some fair pretence 
For novel and increased expense. 

Defendant thus becomes a name, 
Which he that bore it may disclaim, 
Since both in one description blended. 
Are plaintiffs — when the suit is ended. 



THE SILKWORM. 

The beams of April, ere it goes, 
A wonn, scarce visible, discloee ; 
AU winter long content to dwell 
The tenant of his native shell. 
The same prolific season gives 
The sustenance by which he lives. 
The mulberry leaf, a simple store, 
That serves him— till he needs no more ! 
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For, his dimensions once complete. 

Thenceforth none ever sees him eat; 

Though till his growing time be past 

Scarce ever is he seen to fast. 

That hour arrived, his work begins. 

He spins and weaves, and weaves and spins; 

Till circle upon circle, wound 

Careless around him and around, 

Conceals him with a veil, though slight, 

Impervious to the keenest sight. 

Thus self-enclosed, as in a cask, 

At length he finishes his task : 

And, though a worm when he was lost, 

Or caterpillar at the most, 

When next we see him, wings he wears, 

And in papilio pomp appears ; 

Becomes oviparous ; supplies 

-With future worms and future flies 

The next ensuing year— and dies ! 

Well were it for the world, if all 

Who creep about this earthly ball. 

Though shorter-lived than most he be, 

Were useful in their kind as he. 



THE INNOCENT THIEF. 

Not a flower can be found in the fields. 
Or the spot that we till for our pleasure, 

From the largest to the least, but it yields 
The bee, never wearied, a treasure 

Scarce any she quits unexplored 
With a dilligence truly exact ; 

Yet, steal what she may for her hoard 
Leaves evidence none of the fact 
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; Ber lucrative task she pmsiies, 

And pUfen wkh so much address, 
That none of their odor they lose, 
Nor charm hy their beauty the less. 

Not thus inofifensiirely preys 

The cankerworm, in-dwelling foe ! 

His voracity not thus allays 
The sparrow, the finch, or the crow. 

The worm, moit expenavely fed, 
The pride of the garden devours ; 

And birds peck the seed from the bed. 
Still less to be spared than the flowezi. 

Bat she with such delicate skill 

Her i^llage so fits for her use. 
That the chemist in vain with his still 

Would labor the like to produce. 

Then grudge not her temperate meals, 

Nor a benefit blame as a theft ; 
Since, stole she not all that she steak, 

Neither honey nor wax would be left,* 



DENNER'S OLD WOMAN. 

In this mimic form of a matron in years. 
How plainly the pencil of Denner appears I 
The matron herself, in whose old age we see 
Not a trace of decline, what a wonder is she I 
No dimness of eye, and no cheek hanging low, 
No wrinkle, or deep-fiirrow'd fh>wn on the brow t 
Her forehead indeed is here circled around 
With locks like the ribbon with which they are 
bound; 
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While gloflsy and mooth, and as soft as Uietkia 
Of a delicate peach, is the down of her ehin ; 
But nothing unpleasant, or sad, or serere, 
Or that indicates life in its winter-^ here. 
Yet all is ezpressM with fidelity due, 
Nor a pimple or freckle concealed from the view. 
Many fond of new sights, or who cherish a 

taste 
For the labors of art, to the spectacle haste. 
The youths all agree, that could old age inspire 
The passion of love, hers would kindle the fire, 
And the matrons with pleasure confess that 

they see 
Ridiculous nothing or hideous in thee. 
The nymphs for themselves scarcefy hapt a 

decline, 
O wonderfhl woman I as placid as thine. 
Strange magic of art ! which the youth can 

engage 
To pursue, half enamour'd, the features of age \ 
And force firom the viigin a sigh of despair. 
That she when as old diall be equally feir ! 
How great is the glory that Denner has gained, 
Since Apelles not more for his Venus obtained. 



THE TEARS OP A PAINTER. 

Apelles, hearing that his boy 
Had just expired — his only joy t 
Although the sight with anguish tore him, 
Bade place his dear remains before him. 
He seized his brush, his colors spread ; 
And — " Oh ! my child, accept," — he said, 
*' ('Tis all that I can now bestow,) 
This tribute of a father's woe !" 
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Then, &Hhf nl to iht twofold part, 
Both of hiB fbettngs and his art, 
He closed his eyes with tender care, 
And form'd at once a follow pair. 
His brow with amber locks beset, 
And lips he drew not livid yet, 
And shaded all that he had done 
To a just image of his son. 

Thus far is well Bat view again 
T^e cause of thy paternal pain I 
Thy melancholy task ftdfil ! 
It needs the last, last touches still. 
Again his pencil's powers he tries, 
For on his lips a smile he spies : 
And still his cheek unfoded shows 
The deepest damask of the rose. 
Then, heedfol to the finished whole, 
With fondest eagerness he stole, 
Till scarce himself distinctly knew 
The cherub copied from the true. 
Now, painter cease ! Thy task is done. 
Long lives this image of Uiy son ; 
Nor short-lived shall thy glory prove 
Or of thy labor or thy love. 



THE MAZE. 

From right to left, and to and fro, 
Caught in a labyrinth you go, 
And turn, and turn, and turn again, 
To solve the mystery, but in vain ; 
Stand still, and breathe, and take from i 
A clue, that soon shall set you free ! 
Not Ariadne, if you met her, 
Herself coul*l serve you with a better. 



87e COWFBE's POBH8. 

You enter'd eai%-^nd whcro- 
And make wid& ease jour «zk thflie ! 



NO SORROW PECULIAR TO THE SUF- 
FE R ER. 

Tbb lover, in melodious yenes, 
Wb Mngalar distreflB reheanes; 
Still closing with a raefhl cxy, 
«» Was ever such a wretch as H" 
Yes! thousands have endured bcfi»««. 
All thy distress ; some, haply, mo**- 
Unnumber'd Coiydons complaiBi 
And Stiephons, of the like diid»i» J 
And if thy Chloe be of steel, 
Too deaf to hear, too hard to ftsi > 
Not her alone that censuie fits, 
Nor thou alone hast lost thy wits* 



THE SNAIL. 

To grass, or leaf, or fruit, or wall, 
The snail sticks close, nor fears to &11} 
As if he grew there, house and all 
Together. 

Within that house secure he hides, 
When danger imminent betides 
Of storm, or other harm besides 

Of weather. 

Give but his horns the slightest touch, 
His self-collecting power is such. 
He shrinks into his house with much 
Displeasure. 
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Where'er he dwells, he dwelk alone, 
Except himself has chatties none, 
W^ satisfied to be his own 

Whole treasQze. 

Thus, hermit-like, his life he leads, 
Nor partner of his banquet needs, 
And if he meets one, only feeds 

The faster. 

Who seeks him must be worse than blind 
(He and his house are so combined,) 
If, finding it, he fails to find 

Its master. 



THE CANTAB. 

With two spurs or one, and no great matter 

which. 
Boots bought, or boots borrowed, a whip or a 

switch. 
Five shillings or less for the hire of his beast. 
Paid part into hand ; — you must wait for the rest. 
Thus equipt, Academicus climbs up his horse. 
And out they both sally for better or worse ; 
His heart void of fear, and as light as a feather ; 
And in violent haste to go not knowing whither. 
Through the fields and the towns; (see!) he 

scampers along : 
And is look'd at and laugh'd at by old and by 

young. 
Till, at length overspent, and his sides smear'd 

with blood, 
Down tumbles his horse, man and all in the mud. 
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In a wagon or chaiie, shall he faamb his roate ? 
Oh ! scandakms Ihte ! he must do k on fyoL 

Young gentlemen, hear !— I am older than joa ! 
The advice that I give I have proved to be tnie, 
Wheiever your journey may be, never doubt it, 
1%e foster you ride, you're the longer about it 
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FROM THE GREEK OF JULIANUS. 

A Spartan, hk companion slain, 

Alone from battle fled ; 
Hk mother, kindling with dimlain 

That she had borne him, struck him dead ; 
For courage, and not birth alone, 
In Sparta, testifies a son ! 

ON THE SAME BY PALLADAS. 

A Spartan 'scaping from the fi^t, 

His mother met him in his flight. 

Upheld a falchion to his breast. 

And thus the fugitive addressed : 

" Thou canst but live to blot with shame 

Indelible thy mother's name, 

While eveiy breath that thou shah draw 

OffendB against thy country's law ; 

But if thou perish by this hand, 

Myself indeed, throughout the land, 

To my dishonor, shall be known 

The mother still of such a son ; 

But Sparta will be safe and free 

And that shall serve to comfort me." 

AN EPITAPH. 

Mt name — my countiy — ^what are they to thee I 
What, whether base or proud my pedigree 1 



880 cowper's poems. 

Perhaps I ftir sarpaas'd all other men — 
Perhaps I fell below them all — what then 1 
Suffice it, stranger ! that thoa seest a tomb — 
Thou know'st its use— it hides — no matter whom. 

ANOTHER. 

Take to thy bosom, gentle earth, a swain 
With much hard labor in thy service wom ! 
He set the Tines that clothe yon ample plaiii, 
And he these ofires that the Tale adorn. 
He fill'd with grain the glebe ; the ziUs he fed 
Through this green herbage, and those ftoifcfol^ 

bowers I 
Thou, therefore, earth I lie lightly on his head, 
His hoaiy bead, and deck his gniTe with flowers. 

ANOTHER. 

Paintbr, this likeness is too strong, 
And we shall mourn the dead too long. 

ANOTHER. 

At threescore winters* end I died 
A cheerless being sole and sad ; 
The nuptial knot I noTcr tied, 
And wish my fiither noTor had. 

BY CALLIMAGHUS. 

At mom we placed on his fiineral bier 
Toung Melanippus ; and, at CTentide, 
Unable to sustain a loss so dear, 
By her own hand his blooming sister died. 
Thus Aristippus mourn'd his noble race. 
Annihilated by a double blow, [brace, 

Nor son could hope nor daughter more to emr 
And all Gyrene saddened at his woe. 
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ON MILTIADES. 

M1LTIADE8 ! thj valor best 
(Although in eyeiy region Igaiown) 
The men of Persia can attest, 
Taught by thyself at Marathon. 

ON AN INFANT. 

Bewail not much, my parents ! me, the prey 
Of ruthless Ades, and sepulchred here. 
An in&nt, in my fifth scarce finish'd year, 
He found all sportive, innocent, and gay. 
Your young Calhinachus ; and if I knew 
Not many joys, my griefe were also few. 

BY HERACLIDES. 

In Cnidus bom, the consort I became 
Of Euphron. Aretimias was my name. 
His bed I shared, nor proved a barren bride. 
But bore two children at a birth, and died. 
One child 1 leave to solace and uphold 
Euphron hereafter, when infirm and old. 
And one, for his remembrance' sake, I bear 
To Pluto's realm, till he shall join me there. 

ON THE REED. 

I WAS of late a barren plant. 
Useless, insignificant. 
Nor fig, nor grape, nor apple bore, 
A native of the marshy shore ; 
But, gathered for poetic use, 
And plunged into a sable juice. 
Of which my modicum I sip 
With narrow mouth and slender lip, 
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At once, although by nature dumb, 
All eloquent I have become, 
And speak with fluency untiied, 
Ab if by PhcEbus' self inspired. 

TO HEALTH. 

Eldest bom of powers divine! 
Bless'd Hygeia ! be it mine 
To enjoy what thou canst give, 
And hencefcMTth with thee to Uve : 
For in power if pleasure be. 
Wealth or numerous progeny, 
Or in amorous embrace. 
Where no spy infests the place; 
Or in aught that Heaven bestows 
To alleviate human woes, 
When the wearied heart despairs 
Of a respite from its cares ; 
These and every true delight 
Flourish only in thy sight ; 
And the sister graces three 
Owe, themselves, their youth to the« 
Without whom we may possess 
Much, but never happiness. 

ON INVALIDS. 

Far happier are the dead, methinks, than W 
Who look for death, and foar it every day- 

ON THE ASTROLOGERS. 

The astrologers did all alikie presage 
My uncle's dying in extreme old age ; 
One only disagreed. But he was wise, 
An4 spoke not till he heard the funeral dies* 
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ON AN OLD WOMAN. 

Mtcilla dyes her locks, 'tb said : 

But 'tis a foul aspenion ; 
She buys them black ; they therefore need 

No subsequent immersion. 

ON FLATTERERS. 

No mischief worthier of our fear 

In nature can be found 
Than friendship, in ostent sincere, 

But hollow and unsound. 
For luird into a dangerous dream 

We close infold a foe, 
Who strikes, when most secure we seem, 

The ineTitable blow. 

ON A TRUE FRIEND. 

Hast thou a friend 1 thou hast indeed 

A rich and large suj^ly, 
Treasure to serve your every need. 

Well managed, till you die. 

ON THE SWALLOW. 

Attic maid ! with honey fed, 

Bear'st thou to thy callow brood 

Yonder locust from the mead. 
Destined their delicious food 1 

Ye have kindred voices clear. 
Ye alike unfold the wing, 

Migrate hither, sojourn here, 

Both attendant on the roring I 

Ah, for pity drop the prize *, 
Let it not with truth be said 
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That a lODgster gasps and dies, 
That a songster maj be fed. 

ON LATE AOaUIRED WEALTH. 

Poor in my youth, and in life's later scenes 
Rich to no end, I curse my natal hour, 

Who nought enjoy'd while young, denied th 
means; [power. 

And nought when old enjoy'd, denied the 

ON A BATH, BY PLATO. 

Did Cytherea to the skies 

From this pellucid lymph arise 1 

Or was it Gytherea's touch, 

When bathing here, that made it sachi 

ON A FLOWER, BY ISIDORUS. 

With seeds and birdlime, from the desert air, 
Eumelus gather'd free, though scanty &re. 
No lordly patron's hand he deign'd to kiss 
Nor luxury knew, save liberty, nor bKss. 
Thrice thirty years he lived, and to his hein 
Hisseeds bequeath'd, his Inrdlime, and his siiaies. 

ON NIOBE. 

Charon ! receive a fhmily on board, 
Itself sufficient for thy crazy yawl, 

Apollo and Diana, for a word 
By me too proudly spoken, slew us alL 

ON A GOOD MAN. 

Traveller, regret not me ; for thou shah find 
Just cause of sorrow none in my decease, 
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Who, dying, childien't chOdren left behind, 

And with one wife lived many a year in peace : 
Three yirtuous youths espoused my daughters 
three, 

And oft their infants in my bosom lay, 
Nor saw I one of all derived firom me, 

Touch 'd with disease, or torn by death away. 
Their duteous hands my ftmeral rites bestow'd, 

And me, by blameless manners fitted well 
To seek it, sent to the serene abode 

Where shades of pious men forever dwelL 

ON A MISER. 

They call thee rich— I deem thee poor, 
Since, if thou darest not use thy store. 
But savest it only for thine heirs, 
The treasure is not thine, but theirs. 

ANOTHER. 

A MISER traversing his house, 

£s|Mied, unusual there, a mouse, 

And thus his uninvited guest 

Briskly inquisitive address'd : 

" Tell me, my dear, to what cause is it 

I owe this unexpected visit V* 

The mouse her host obliquely eyed, 

And, smiling, pleasantly replied : 

" Fear not, good fellow, for your hoard ! 

I come to lodge, and not to board.'* 

ANOTHER. 

Art thou some individual of a kind 
Long-Uved by nature as the rook or hind 1 
▼OL. II. 25 
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Heap tnantie, then, for if thy need be meh, 
Thoa halt exonae, and scarce canst heap too 
much. Pneast 

But man thou seem'st, clear therefore fiom thy 
This lost of treasure — foUy at the best ! 
For why sh onl dst thou go wasted to the tomb, 
To flUten with thy spoils thou know'st not whom 1 

ON FEMALE INCONSTANCY. 

Rich, thou hadst many lovers— poor, hast none, 
So sorely want extingoishes the flame, 

And she who call'd thee once her pretty one, 
And her Adorns, now inquires thy name. 

Where wast thou bom, Sodcrates, and when, 
In what strange country can thy parents lite, 

Who seem'st, by thy complaints, not yet aware 
That want's a crime no woman can forgive 1 

ON THE GRASSHOPPER. 

Happt songster, perch'd aboTe, 
On the summit of the grove. 
Whom a dewdiop cheers to sing 
With the fireedom of a king. 
From thy perch survey the fields 
Where prolific nature yields 
Nought that, willingly as she, 
Man surrenders not to thee. 
For hostility or hate 
None thy pleasures can create. 
Thee it satisfies to sing 
Sweetly the return of spring, 
Herald of the genial hours, 
Harming neither herbs nor floWNS. 
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Therefore man thy voice attends 
Gladly — ^thou and he are ftiends ; 
Nor thy never-ceasing strains, 
Pbofibus or the muse disdains 
As too rample or too long, 
For themselves inspire the song. 
Earth-bom, bloodless, ondecaying, 
Ever singing, sporting, playmg. 
What has nature dse to show 
GkxlUke in its kind as thou 1 

ON HERMOCRATIA. 



H£RM0CRATiA named — save only < 
Twice fifteen births I bore, and buried n<nie ; 
Fat neither Phoebus jMeiced my thriving je^rs, 
Nor Dian — she my girls, or he my boys. 
But Dian rather, when my daughters lay 
In parturition, chased their pangs away. 
And all my sons, by Phoebus' bounty, shared 
A vigorous youth, by sickness unimpaired. 
O Niobe ! far less prolific ! see 
Thy boast against Latona shamed by me ! 

FROM MENANDER. 

Fond youth! who dream'st that hoarded gold 

Is needful not alone to pay 
For cdl thy various items sold. 

To serve the wants of every day ; 

Bread, vinegar, and ml, and meat, 
For savory viands seasoned high ; 

But somewhat more important yet— 
I tell thee what it cannot buy. 

No treasure hadst thou more amass'd 
Than fame to Tantahis assigned. 
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Would save thee finom a tomb at last, 
Bat thoo most leave it all behind. 

I ghre thee, theiefore, counsel wise ; 

Confide not vainly in thy store, 
However large — much less despise 

Others comparatively poor ; 

But in thy more exalted state 

A just and equal temper show 
That all who see thee rich and great, 

May deem thee worthy to be so. 

ON PALLAS BATHING, PROM A HYMN 
OP CALLIMACHUS. 

Nor oils of balmy scent produce. 
Nor mirror for Minerva's use, 
Ye nymphs who lave her ; she, array 'd 
In genuine beauty, scorns their aid. 
Not even when they left the skies, 
To seek on Ida's head the prize 
Prom Paris' hand, did Juno deign. 
Or Pallas in the crystal plain 
Of Simois' stream her locks to trace. 
Or in the mirror's polished face. 
Though Venus oft with anxious care 
Adjusted twice a single hair. 

TO DEMOSTHENES. 

It flatters and deceives thy view. 
This mirror of ill-pohsh'd ore ; 

Por, were it just, and told thee true. 
Thou wouIJst consult it never more. 
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ON A SIMILAR CHARACTER. 

You give your cheeks a rosy stain, 
With washes dye your hair; 

But paint and washes both are vain 
To give a youthful air. 

Those wrinkles mock your daily toil, 

No labor will efface 'em, 
Tou wear a mask of smoothest oil, 

Tet still with ease we trace 'em. 

An art so fruitless then forsake, 
Which though you much excel in, 

You never can contrive to make 
Old Hecuba young Helen. 

ON AN UGLY FELLOW. 

Beware, my ftiend ! of crystal brook. 
Or fountain, lest that hideous hook, 

Thy nose, thou chance to see ; 
Narcissus' fate would then be thine. 
And self-detested thou wouldst pine, 

As self-enamour'd he. 



ON A BATTERED BEAUTY. 

Hair, wax, rouge, honey, teeth you buy/ 

A muhifarious ettffe ! 
A mask at once would all supply 

Nor would it cost you more. 

ON A THIEF. 

When AuIus, the nocturnal thief, made prize 
Of Hermes, swift-wing'd envoy of the skies, 



890 COWPE&'S POBMS. 

Hermes, Arcadia's king, the thief divine, 

Who when an infimt stole ApoUo's kine, 

And whom, as arUter and orerseer 

Of our gymnastic sports, we planted here ; 

*' Hermes," he cried, " you meet no new diMStar; 

Ofttimes the papil goes beyond the master." 

ON PEDIGREE. 

FROM EPICHARHU8. 

Mr mother ! if thou love me, name no mofe 
My noble birth ! Sounding at every breath 
My nobk iMith, thou kill'st me. Thither fly, 
As to their only reftige, all from whom 
Nature withholds all good besides ; they boast 
Their noble birth, conduct us to the tombs 
Of their forefathers, and, firom age to age 
Ascending, trumpet their illustrious race : 
Butvrhom hast thou beheld, or canst thou name, 
Derived from no forefathers 1 Such a man 
lives not ; for how could such be bom at alii 
And, if it chance that, native of a land 
Far distant, or in infancy deprived 
Of all his kindred, one, who cannot trace 
His origin, exist, why deem him sprung 
From baser ancestry than theirs who can 1 
My mother ! he whom nature at his birth 
Endow'd with virtuous qualities, although 
An JEthiop and a slav^is nobly bom. 

ON ENVY. 

Pitt, says the Theban bard, 
From my wishes I discard ; 
Envy, let me rather be, 
Rather far, a theme for thee. 
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Pity to distress is shown, 
Bnvy to the great alone-* 
So the Theban—But to shine 
Less conspicuous be mine ! 
I prefer the golden mean, 
Pomp and penury between ; 
For alarm and peril wait 
Ever on the loftiest state, 
And the lowest to Che end 
Obloquy and scohd attend. 

BY MOSCHUS. 

I SLEPT when Venus enter'd ; to my bed 
A Cupid in her beauteous hand she led, 
A bashfhl seeming boy, and thds she said : 

" Shepherd, receive my little one ! I bring 
An untaught love, whom thou must teach to 

fflng." 
She said, and left him. I, suspecting nought, 
Many a sweet strain my subtle pupil taught, 
How reed to reed Pan first with osier bound, 
How Pallas formed the pipe of softest sound. 
How Hermes gave the lute, and how the quiie 
Of Phcebus owe to Phoebus' self the lyre, [he, 
Such were my themes ; my themes nought heeded 
But ditties sang of amorous sort to me. 
The pangs that mortals and inunortals prove 
From Venus' influence and the darts of love. 
Thus was the teacher by the pupil taught ; 
Wb lessons I retained, he mine foigot. 

BY PHILEMON. 

Oft we enhance our ills by discontent, 

And give them bulk beyond what nature meant 
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A parent, brother, friend deceased, to cry— 
« He'i dead indeed, but he was bom to die"— 
Such temperate grief is suited to the size 
And burden of the loss ; is just and wfae. 
But to exclaim, " Ah ! wherefore was 1 bcwn, 
Thus to be left forever thus forlorn 1** 
Who thus laments his loss invites disteess, 
And magnifies a woe that might be leas, 
Through dull despondence to hii lot reaign'd, 
And leaving reason** remedy behind. 
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THE FABLES OP GAY. 



LEPUS MtJLTIS AMICUS. 

Lu8U8 amicitia est, tini nisi dedita, cen fit, 

Simplice ni nexus fodere, lusos amor. 
Incerto genitore puer, hon sspe patema 

Tutamen novit, deUciasque dom^: 
Qnique sibi fidos fore multos sperat, amiciis 

Bfiram est hoic misero si ferat ullns opem. 
Ckmus erat, mitisque, et nolle et Telle paratos 

Cum quovis, Gaii more modoqoe, Lepns. 
Ille, quot in sylvis et qaot spatiantur in agrit 

duadrupedes, ndrat conciliare sibi ; 
Etqmsque innocoo,invitoque lacessereqaenquam 

Labra tenos saltem fidus amicus erat 
Ortum sub lucis dum pressa cnbilia linqnit, 

Rorantes herbas, pabula sueta, petens, 
Yenatorum audit clangores pond sequentem, 

Fulmineumque sonum territus erro fugtt. 
Corda pavor pulsat, sursum sedet, erigit auvBS, 

Respicit, et sentit jam prope adesse necem. 
Utque canes fallat laib circumvagus, illuc, 

Unde abiit, mirH calliditate redit ; 
Viribus at fractis tandem se projicit ultio 

In medii misennn semianimemque vit. 
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Viz ibi ftratus, eqm ■oDitom pedk aodlt, et, oh ipe 

Qnam l»t& adventu cor agitatur equi ! 
Dffium (inquit) mihi, chaie, taam concede, 
tuoque 

Auxilio nares fSsdlere, vkaqae eanain. 
Me meuB, ut noeti, pes prodit— fidos amiciis 

Feit quodcunque, labene, nee grave aeatil 
onus. 
BeUe, miselle kpuBcule, (equusreflpondet) amasa 

Omnia que tibi sant, eont et amara imhi 
Yemm age — some animos — maid, me pone, 
boniqae 

AdTeniont, qiionun as dto sahros ope. 
Prozmnit armenti dominiui boe aolidtatiu 

Auxilinm his verbis se dare posse negat: 
dnajido quadrupedum, quot viviint, naUas 



Me n ea ciio potest usque ftiisse tibi, 
Libertate equus, quam cedit amicus amico, 

Utar, et absque meta ne tibi displiceam ; 
Hinc me mandat amor. Juxta istum messis 
acerrum 

Me mea, pre cunctis chara, juvenca manet ; 
Et quis non ultro quecunque negotia hnquit, 

Pareat ut domine cum vocat ipsa sue 1 
Nee me orudelem dicas — discedo — sed hircus, 

Cujus ope effugias integer, hircns adest 
Febrem (ait hircus) habes. Heu, sicca ut lumina 
languent ! 

Utque caput, coUo deficiente, jiu^et ! 
HiMtttum mihi tergum } et forsan Isserit egram, 

Vellere eris melius fultus, ovisque venit. 
Me mihi ^cit onus natura, ovis inquit, anhelana 

Sustineo lane pondera tanta mee ; 
Me nee velocem nee ibrtem jacto, solentque 

Nos etiam sevi dilacerare canes. 



TBAH8LATI0HS F&OM GAY. 896 

tJHimiis aecedit viUilas, vkaliunqiie pracaliir, 

Ut peritaruin alias ocyus eiipiat 
Remne ergo, respondet yituluB, suieepeio tantam, 

Non deimlsus adhuc ubere, natus heri 1 
Te, qaem maturi canibns validiqiie relin^vnt, 

Incokimefn potere reddere parrot egol 
Prsterea toUens quern ilH averaantur, amicH 

Forte param videar consuluiase meis. 
IgnoeceM oro. Fidiasima dissociantor 

Cocda, et tale tibi sat liquet eaae meam. 
Ecce autem ad cakes canis est! te quanta 
peiempto 

Tristitia est nobis ingrnitura ! — Vale I 

AVARUS ET PLUTUS. 

loTi fenestra Euri flatu stridebat, avams 

Ex somno trepidus surgit. opumque memor. 
Lata silenter humi ponit vestigia, quemque 

Respicit ad sonitum, respiciensque tremit; 
Angustissima queque foramina lampade visit, 

Ad vectes, obices, fortque refertque tn^i(>^n^, 
Dein reserat crebris jnnctam compagibus axcAOi 

Bzultansque omnes con^idt intus opes. 
Sed tandem fuiiis uhricibus actus ob aites 

QmB sua res tenuis creverat in eumnlum. 
Contortis manilyus nunc stat, nunc peetora 



Aurum ezecratur, pemiciemque vocat ; 
O mihi, ait, nusero mens quam tranquilla ftdssati 

Hoc celasset adhuc si modo terra mahml 
Nunc autem virtus ipsa est venalis ; et auruin 

duid contra vitii tormina ssva valet 1 
O inimicum aurum 1 O homini infes tis s im a pe»- 
tis; 

Cui datur illecebrat vincere posse tuas 1 



COWFBB'S FOBMS. 



Amam hominee -saaait contemnere quicqaid hon- 
Mtumest, 

Bt prater nomen nil retinere boni 
Aaram concta mali per terras semina spaisit ; 

Aamm noctumis fUribus arma dedit 
Bella docet fortes, timidosqae ad pessima dndt, 

Fasdifragas artes, multiplicesque dolos, 
Nee Titii qukquam est, quod non inveneris ortum 

Ex malesaadi auri sacrilegique fame. 
Dixit, et ingemuit ; Plutusque suum sibi numen 

Ante oculos, iri fenridus, ipse stetit 
Axeam clausit avarus, et ora horrentia rugis 

Oftendens ; tremulum sic Deas increpoit. 
QnestibaB his raucis mihi cur, stake, obstrepb 
auresl 

Ista tui similis tristia quisque canit. 
Commaculayi egone humanum genus, improbel 
Culpa, 

Dam rapis, et captas omnia, culpa tua est. 
Mene execrandum censes, quia tarn pretiosa 

Ciiminibus fiunt pemiciosa tuis 1 
Yirtutis specie, pulchro ceu pallio amictos 

Quisque catus nebulo sordida facta tegit 
Atque suis manibus commissa potentia, durum 

Et dirum subito vergit ad imperium. 
ffinc, nimium dum latio aurum detrudit in aream. 

Idem aurum latet in pectore pestis edax. 
Notrit avaritiam et fastum. suspendere adunco 

Suadet naso inopes, et vitium omne docet 
Ailn et larga probo d copia contigit, instar 

Roris dilapsi ex sthere cuncta beat : 
Turn, quasi numen inesset, alit, fovet, educat 
orbos, 

Et viduas lacrymis ora rigare vetat. 
Quo sua crimina jure aur6 deriret avams, 

Aurum anims pretium qui cupit atque capit 1 
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Lege pari gladinm incaaet aicvhui atroz 
Cmo homine, et femim judicet esse reum. 

PAPILIO ET LIMAX. 

Cixn subito ez inmi reram in fastigia fiurgit, 
Nattras aordes, quicquid.agatur, olet 



EPIGRAMS TRANSLATED 

rmoM 

THE LATIN OP OWES. 



ON ONE IGNORANT AND ARROGANT. 
Thou mayst of double ignorance boast, 
Who know'st not that tboa nothing know'st 

PRUDENT SIMPLICITY. 
Thit thou mayst injure no man, dove-Eke be, 
And ferpent-like, that none may injure thee I 

SUNSET AND SUNRISE. 

Contemplate, when the sun decHnes, 
Thy death with deep reflectiim ! 

And when again he rising shines. 
The day of resurrection ! 

TO A FRIEND IN DISTRESS. 

I WISH thy lot, now bad, still worse, my firiend ; 
For when at worst, they say, things always mend. 

RETALIATION. 
The works of ancient bards divine, 

Aulus, thou scom'st to read ; 
And should posterity read thine. 

It would be strange indeed ! 

When little more than boy in age, 
I deem'd myself almost a sage: 
But now seem worthier to be styled, 
For ignorance, almost a child. 



TBANSLATIONS 



VIRGIL, OVID, HORACE, AND HOMER. 



THE SALAD, BY VIRGIL. 

The winter night now well nigh worn awaj, 
The wakeful cock proclaim'd approaching day, 
When Simulns, poor tenant of a farm 
Of narrowest limits, heard theVhrill alarm, 
Tawn'd, stretch'd his limbs, and anzioas to pco- 

vide 
Against the pangs of hunger unsnpplied, 
By slow degrees his tatter'd bed forsook, 
And, poking in the dark, explored the nook 
Where embers slept with ashes heap'd around, 
And with burnt fingers' ends the treasure found. 
It chanced that from a brand beneath his nose. 
Sure proof of latent fire some smoke arose; 
When, trimming with a pin the encrusted tow. 
And stooping it towards the coak below, 
He toils with cheeks distended, to excite 
The lingering flame, and gains at length a light 
With prudent heed he spreads his hand before 
The quivering lamp, and opes his granary door. 
Small was his stock, but taken for the day 
A measured stint of twice eight pounds away, 
With these his mill he seeks. A shelf at hand, 
Fix'd in the wall, affords his lamp a stand : 
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Then baring both his anna — a steeveleH coat 
He glide, the rough exavuB of a goat : 
And with a rubber, for that use deaign'd, 
Cleansing his mill within— begins to grind ; 
Each hand has its employ ; laboring amain, 
This turns the winch, while that supplies the 

grain. 
The stone, revolving rapidly, now glows. 
And the bruised corn a mealy current flows j 
While he, to make his heavy labor light, 
Tasks oft his left hand to relieve his right; 
And chants with rudest accent, to beguile 
His ceaseless toil, as rude a strain the while. 
And now, " Dame Cybale, come forth !" he cries ;. 
But Cybale, still slumbering, nought replies. 

From Aftic she, the swain's sole serving-maid| 
Whose face and form alike her birth betrayed. 
With woolly locks, lips tumid, sable skin, 
Wide bosom, udders flaccid, belly thin, 
Legs slender, broad and jnost misshapen feet, 
Chapp'd into chinks, and parch'd with solar 

heat 
Such, summoned oft, she came ; at his command 
Fresh ftiel heap'd, the sleeping embers &nn'd. 
And made in haste her simmering skillet steam, 
Replenished newly from the neighboring stream. 

The labors of the mill performed, a sieve 
The mingled flour and bran must next receive. 
Which shaken oft shoots Ceres through refined, 
And better dress'd, her husks all left behind. 
This done, at once his future plain repast 
Unleaven'd on a shaven board he cast, 
With tepid lymph first largely soak'd it all, 
Then gathered it with both hands to a ball. 
And spreading it again with both hands wide, 
With sprinkled salt the stifien'd mass supplied ; 
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At length the stubborn gubetanee, duly wiongiit, 
Takei from hb palms impress'd the shape it 

ought, 
Becomes an orb — and quarter'd into shares, 
The faithAil mark of just division bears. 
Last, on his hearth it finds convenient space, 
For Cybale before had swept the place, 
And there, with tiles and embers overspread, 
She leaves it — ^reeking in its sultiy bed. 

Nor Simulus, while Vulcan thus alone 
His part perfbrm'd, proves heedless of his own, 
But sedulous, not merely to subdue 
His hunger, but to please his palate too. 
Prepares more savory food. His chimney side 
Could boast no gammon, salted well and dried 
And hook'd behind him ; but sufficient store 
Of bundled anise and a cheese it bore ; [strung. 
A broad round cheese, which, through its centre 
With a tough broom twig, in the comer hung; 
The prudent hero, therefore, with address 
And quick despatch, now seeks another mess. 

Close to his cottage lay a garden ground, 
With reeds and osiers sparely girt around ; 
Small was the spot, but liberal to produce. 
Nor wanted aught to serve a peasant's use ; 
And sometimes e'en the rich would borrow 

thence, 
Although its tillage was its sole expense. 
For oft as from his toils abroad he ceased. 
Home-bound by weather, or some stated feast, 
His debt of culture here he duly paid. 
And only left the plough to wield the spade. 
He knew to give each plant the soil it needs^ 
To drill the ground and cover close the seeds ; 
And could with ease compel the wanton rill 
To turn and wind obedient to his wilt 

VOL. If. 25 
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niere flourish'd sta^wort, and the branchiqg 

beet, 
The sorrel acid, and the mallow sweet. 
The lAdrret, and the leek's aspuing kind, 
The noxious poppy-quencher of the mind ! . 
Salubrious sequel of a sumptuous board. 
The lettuce, and the long huge-bellied gourd ; 
But these (for none his appetite controll'd 
With stricter sway) the thrifty rustic sold ; 
With broom Vmga neatly bound, each kind apart, 
He bore them ever to the public mart: 
Whence laden still, but with a lighter load, 
Of cash well eam*d, he took his homeward road. 
Expending seldom, ere he quitted Rome, 
His gains in flesh meat finr a feast at home. 
There, at no cost, on onions, rank and red, 
Or the curl'd endive's bkter leaf he fed : 
On scallions sliced, or, with a sensual gust, 
On rockets — foul provocatives of hist ! 
Nor ever shunn'd with smarting gums to piess 
Nasturtium — ^pungent face-distorting mess ! 

Some such regale now also in his thought, 
With hasty steps his garden ground he sought; 
There, delving with his hands, he first disfdaced 
Four plants of garUck, large, and rooted &st; 
The tender tops of parsley next he culls, 
Then the old rue bush shudders as he pulls ; 
And coriander last to these succeeds, 
That hangs on slightest threads her trembling 
seeds. 

Placed near his sprightly fire, he now demands 
The mortar at his sabk servant's hands ; 
When, stripping aU his garlick first, he tore 
The exterior coats, and cast them on the floor. 
Then cast away with like contempt the skin, 
Flimsier concealment of the cbves within. 
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These, searched, and perfect found, he one b^one 
Rinsed, and disposed within the hollow stone. 
Salt added, and a lump of salted cheese, 
With his injected herbs he cover'd these, 
And, tucking with his left his tunic tight, 
And seizing fast the pestle with his right. 
The garlick bruising first he soon expressed, 
And mixed the various juices of the rest 
He grinds, and by degrees his herbs below, 
Lost in eaeh other, their own powers forego, 
And with the cheese in compound, to the si|^ 
Nor wholly green appear nor wholly white. 
His nostrils oft the foicefUl fiime resent, 
He carsed full oft his dinner for its scent; 
Or, with wry ftices, wiping as he spoke [imoke I'' 
ne trickling tears, cried, ** Vengeance on th« 
The work proceeds : not roughly turns he now 
The pestle, but in circles smooth and slow; 
With cautious hand, that grudges what it spilli^ 
Some drops of oKye oil he next instils, 
Then vinegar with caution scarcely less, 
And gathering to a ball the medley mess, 
Last, with two fingers frugally applied. 
Sweeps the small remnant from the mortar's sida. 
And, thus complete in figure and in kind. 
Obtains at length the salad he designed. 

And now black Cybale before him stands. 
The cake drawn newly glowing in her hands. 
He glads receives it, chasing far away 
All fears of famine for the passing day ; 
£Qs legs enclosed in buskins, and his head 
In its tough casque of leather, forth he led 
And yoked his steers, a dull obedient pair, 
Then drove afield, and plunged the pointed 
share. 
June, 1799. 
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TRANSLATION FROM VIRGIL. 

JENSID, BOOK Till. LINE 18. 

Thus Italy was moved — nor dkl the chief 
JBneas in his mind less tumult feeL 
On every side his anxious thought he turns, 
Restless, unfixed, not knowing which to chooM. 
And as a cistern that in hrim of brass 
Confines the crystal flood, if chance the sun 
Smite on it, or the moon's resplendent orb, 
The quivering light now flashes on the walls, 
Now leaps uncertain to the vaulted roof: 
Such were the wavering motions of his mind. 
'Twas night — and weary nature sunk to rest 
Hie birds, the bleating flocks, were heard ao 

more. 
At length, on the cold ground, beneath the damp 
And dewy vault fast by the river's brink, 
The father of his countiy sought repose. 
When lo ! among the spreading poplar boughs, 
Forth from his pleasant stream, propitious rose 
The god of Tiber : clear transparent gauze 
Infolds his loins, his brows with reeds are 

crown'd : 
And these his gracious words to soothe his care : 
" Heaven-born, who bring'st our kindred home 

again, 
Rescued, and givest eternity to Troy, 
Long have Laurentum and the Latian plains 
Expected thee ; behold thy fix'd abode. 
Fear not the threats of war, the storm is past, 
The gods appeased. For proof that what thou 

hear'st 
Is no vain fbigeiy or delusive dream, 
Beneath the grove that borders my green bank. 
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A milk-white swine, with thirty milk-white young, 
Shall greet thy wondering eyes. Mark well the 

place ; 
For 'tis thy place of rest, there end thy toils: 
There, twice ten years elapsed, fair Alba's walls 
Shall rise, fair Alba, by Ascanius' hand. 
Thus shall it be—now listen, while I teach 
The means to accomplish these events at hand. 
The Arcadians here, a race from Pallas sprung} 
Following £vander's standard and his fate. 
High on these mountains, a well chosen spot, 
Have built a city, for their grandsire^ sake 
Named Pallanteum. These perpetual war 
Wage with the Latians : join'd in faithAil league 
And arms confederate, add them to your camp. 
Myself between my winding banks will speed 
Your well oar'd barks to stem the opposing tide, 
^ise, goddess born, arise ; and with the first 
Declining stars seek Juno in thy prayer, 
And vanquish all her wrath with suppliant vows. 
When conquest crowns thee, then remember me. 
I am the Tiber, whose cferulean stream 
Heaven favors ; I with copious flood divide 
These grassy banks, and cleave the firuitfiil meads. 
My mansion, this — and lofty cities erown 
My fi>untain head."— -He spoke and sought the 

deep. 
And plunged his form beneath the closing flood. 
iEneas at the morning dawn awoke. 
And, rising, with uplifted eye beheld 
The orient sun, then dipped his palms, and 

scoop'd 
The brimming stream, and thus addressed the 

skies: 
" Ye nymphs, Laurentian nymphs, who feed the 

source 
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Of many a itream, and thoa, with thy hlei* flood, 

O Tiber, hear, accept me, and afford, 

At length afford, a shelter from my woes. 

Where'er in seeret cavern under ground 

Thy waters sleep, where'er they spang to fij^ 

Since thou hast pity for a wretch like me, p 

My offerings and my vows shall wait thee still : 

Great homed Father of Hesperian floods. 

Be gracious now, and ratify thy word." 

He said, and chose two galleys from hb fleet, 

Fits them with oars, and clothes the crew in 



When k) I astonishing and pleasing sight, 
The milk-white dam, with her unspotted brood. 
Lay stretch'd upon the bank, beneath the grove. 
To thee, the (mous Prince, Juno, to thee 
Derotes them all, all on thine altar bleed. 
That live- long night old Tiber smooth'd hb flood, 
And so restrain'd it that it seem'd to stand 
MotioolesB as a pool, or silent lake, 
That not a billow might resist their ocas. 
With cheerfhl sound of exhortation soon 
Their voyage they begin ; the pitchy keel 
Slides tlurough the gentle deep, the quiet stieam 
Admires the unwonted burden that it beaia, 
Well polish'd arms, and vessels painted gay. 
Beneath the shade of various trees, between 
The upibrageoui branches of the spreading 

groves, 
They cut their liquid way, nor day nor night 
They slack their course, unwinding as they go 
The long meanders of the peaceful tide. 

The glowing sun was in meridian height, 
When from afar they saw the humble walls, 
And the &w scattered cottages, which now 
The Roman power has equalled with the clouds; 



c^ 
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But such was then Evander's scant domain. 
They steer to shore, and hasten to the town. 

It chanced the Arcadian monarch on that day, 
Before the walls, beneath a shady grove, 
Was celebrating high, in solemn feast, 
Akides and his tutelary gods. 
Pallas, his son, was there, and there the chief 
Of all his youth ; with these, a worthy tribe, 
His poor but venerable senate, burnt [blood. 
Sweet incense, and their altars smoked with 
Soon as they saw the towering masts approach, 
Sliding between the trees, while the crew rest 
Upon their silent oars, amazed they rose, 
Not without fear, and all forsook the feast. 
Bttt Pallas undismayed, his javelin seized, 
Rush'd to the bank, and from a rising ground 
Forbade them to disturb the sacred rites. 
*'Te stranger youth! What prompts you to 

explore 
This untried way % and whither do ye steer 1 
Whence, and who are ye 1 Bring ye peace or 

warr 
JEneas from his bfty deck holds forth 
The peaceful olive branch, and thus rej^es : 
^ Trojans and enemies to the Latian state, 
Whom they with unprovoked hostilities [der — 
Have driven away, thou seest. We seek Evan- 
Say this— and say bende, the Trojan chiefii 
Are come, and seek his fViendship and his aid." 
Pallas with wonder heard that awftil name, 
And " Whosoe'er thou art," he cried, " come fiwth : 
Bear thine own tidings to my father's ear, 
And be a weksome guest beneath our roof." 
He said, and press'd the stranger to his breast: 
Then led him from the river to the grove, 
Where, courteous, thus .^Uieas greets the king: 



408 cowper's pobm^, 

« Beit of the Orecian race, to whom I bow 
(So wilb my fortune) suppliant, and stretch fioth 
In sign of amity this peaceful branch, 
I fear'd thee not, although I kijew thee well 
A Orecian leader, bom in Arcady, 
And kinsman of the Atrids. Me my virtue, 
That means no wrong to thee — the Oracles, 
Our kindred families allied of old, 
And thy lenown diffused through every land, 
Have all conspired to bind in friendship to thee, 
And send me not unwilling to thy shores. 
Dardanus, author of the Trojan state, 
(So say the Greeks,) was fair Electra's son ; 
Electra boasted Atlas for her sire. 
Whose shoulders high sustain the ethereal orbs. 
Your sire is Mercury, whom Maia bore. 
Sweet Maia, on Cylene's hoaiy top. 
Her, if we credit aught tradition old, 
Atlas of yore, the self-same Atlas, claim'd 
His daughter. Thus united close in blood. 
Thy race and ours one common sire confess. 
With these credentials fraught, I would not send 
Ambassadors with artful phrase to sound 
And win thee by degrees— but came myself— 
Me, therefore, me thou seest *, my life the stake : 
'Tis J, iEneas, who implore thine aid. 
Should Daunia, that now aims the blow at thee, 
Prevail to conquer us, nought then, they think, 
Will hinder, but Hesperia must be theirs, 
All theirs, firom the upper to the nether sea. 
Take then our friendship, and return us thine. 
We too have courage, we have noble minds, 
And youth well tried, and exercised in arms." 
Thus spoke .^Eneas.— He with fix'd regard 
Survey'd him speaking, features, form, and mien. 
Then briefly thus—" Thou noblest of thy ] 
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How gladly do I take thee to my heart, 

How gladly thus confess thee for a fHend ! 

In thee I trace Anchises ; his thy speech, 

Thy voice, thy countenance. For I well remember 

Many a day since, when Priam journeyed forth 

To Salamis, to see the land where dwelt 

Hesione, his raster, he push'd on 

E'en to Arcadia's frozen bounds. 'Twas then^ 

The bloom of youth was glowing on my cheek ; 

Much I admired the Trojan chiefs, and muck 

Their king, the son of great Laomedon, 

But most Anchises, towering o'er them all. 

A youthful longing seized me to accost 

The hero, and embrace him ; I drew near, 

And gladly led him to the walls of Pheneus. 

Departing, he distinguis'd me with gifts, 

A costly quiver stored with Lycian darts, 

A robe inwove with gold, with gold imbo8s*d 

Two bridles, those which Pallas uses now. 

The friendly league thou hast solicited 

I give thee, therefore, and to-morrow all 

My chosen youth shall wait on your return. 

MeanwhUe, since thus in friendship ye are come, 

Rejoice with us, and join to celebrate 

These annual rites, which may not be delay'd, 

And be at once familiar at our board." • 

He said, and bade replace the fe£tst removed ; 
Himself upon a grassy bank disposed 
The crew ; but for ^neas order'd forth 
A couch spread with a lion's tawny shag. 
And bade him share the honors of his throne. 
The appointed youth with glad alacrity 
Assist the laboring priest to load the board 
With roasted entrails of the slaughter'd beeves, 
Well kneaded bread and mantling bowls. Well 
pleased, 
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JBneas and the Trojan youth regale 
On the huge length of a well pastured ehine. 
Hunger appeased, and tables all despatch'd, 
Thus spake Eyander : " Superstition here, 
In this old solemn feasting, has no part 
No, Trojan friend, ttam utmost danger saved, 
In gratitude this worshq) we renew. 
Q^hold that rock which nods above the vale, 
Those bulks of broken Bt<me dispersed around, 
How desolate the shatter'd cave appears, 
And what a ruin spreads the incumber'd plain. 
Within this pile, but far within, was once 
The den of Gacus ; dire his hateful form 
That shnnn'd the day, half monster and half man. 
Blood newly shed streamed ever on the ground 
Smoking, and many a visage pale and wan 
NaiI'd at his gate, hung hideous to the sij^t 
Vulcan begot the brute : vast was his size, 
And from his throat he belch'd his father's &na. 
But the day came that brought us what we 

wish'd. 
The Aflsbtance and the presence of a Qod. 
Flush'd with his victory, and the spoils he won 
From triple-form'd G^ryon lately slain, 
The great avenger, Hercules, appear'd. 
Hithe^e drove his stately bulls, and pour'd 
His herds along the vale. But the sly thief 
Cacus, that nothing might escape his hand 
Of villainy or fraud, drove from the stalls 
Four of the lordliest of lus bulls, and four 
The fairest of his heifers : by the tail 
He dragg'd them to his den, that, there ciHiceal'd, 
No footsteps might betray the dark abode. 
And now, his herd with provender sufficed, 
Alcides would be gone : they as they went 
Still bellowing loud, made the deep echoing woods 
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And distant hilli fewmnd : when, hark ! one ox, 
Imprisoned close within the vast recess, 
Lows in return, and frustrates all his hope. 
Then ftaiy seized Alcides, and his breast 
With indignation heaved ; grasping his club 
Of knotted oak, swift to the mountain top 
He ran, he flew. Then first was Cacus seen 
To tremble, and his eyes bespoke his fears. 
Swift as an eastern blast, he sought his den, 
And dread, increasing, wing'd him as he went. 
Drawn up in iron slings above the gate, 
A rock was hung enormous. Such his haste, 
He burst the chains, and dropped it at the door, 
Then grappled it with iron work within 
Of bolts and bars by Vulcan's art contrived. 
Scarce was he fiist, when, panting for revenge. 
Game Hercules ; he gnash'd his teeth with rage, 
And quick as lightning glanced his eyes around 
In quest of entrance. Fiery red and stung 
With indignation, thrice he wheel'd his course 
About the mountain ; thrice, but thrice in vain. 
He strove to force the quany at the gate, 
And thrice sat down, o'erwearied in the vale. 
There stood a pointed rock abrupt and rude, 
That high o'erlook'd the rest, dose at the back 
Of the fell monster's den, where birds obscene 
Of ominous note resorted, choughs and daws. 
This, as it lean'd obliquely to the left, 
Threatening the stream below, he from the right 
Push'd with his utmost strength, and to and fro 
He shook the mass, loosening its lowest base ; 
Then shoved it from its seat ; down fell the pile ; 
Sky thunder'd at the fell ; the banks give way, 
The affrighted stream flows upward to his source. 
Behold the kennel of the brute exposed, 
The gloomy vault laid open. So, if chance 



I 
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Baitli jawnuif to the centre shoald diseloee 
The maneUmi, the pale mansionB of the dead, 
Loathed by the gods, such would the gulf appear, 
And the ghosts tremble at the sight of day. 
The monster braying with unusual din 
Within his hollow lair, and sore amazed 
To see such sudden inroads of the light, 
Alcides press'd him close with what at hand 
Lay readiest, stumps of trees, and fragments huge 
Of millstone size. He, (for escape was none), 
Wondrous to tell ! forth firom his gorge discharged 
A smoky cloud that darken'd all the den ; 
Wreath after wreath he yomited amain, 
The smothering vapor mix'd with fiery sparks. 
No sight could penetrate the veil obscure. 
The hero, more pirovoked, endured not this, 
But with a headlong leap he rush'd to where 
The thickest cloud enveloped his abode. 
There grasp'd he Cacus, spite of all his fires, 
Till, crush'd within his arms, the monster shows 
His bloodless throat, now dry with panting hard, 
And his press'd eyeballs start Soon he team 

down 
The barricade of rock, the dark abyss 
Lies open *, and the imprison'd bulls, the theft 
He had with oaths denied, are brought to U^t ; 
By the heels the miscreant carcass is dragg'd forth, 
His face, his eyes, all terrible, his breast 
Beset with bristles, and his sooty jaws 
Are view'd with wonder never to be cloy*d. 
Hence the celebrity thou seest, and hence 
This festal day Potitius first enjoin'd 
Posterity : these solemn rites he first, 
With those who bear the great Pinarian name, 
To Hercules devoted ; ia the grove 
This altar built, deem'd sacred in the highest 
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By OS, and sacred ever to be deem'd. [browf 
Come, then, my friends, and bind your youthful 
In praise of such deliverance, and hold forth 
The brimming cup ; your deities and ours 
Are now the same, then drink, and freely too." 

So saying, he twisted round his reverend locks 
A variegated poplar jvreath, and fill'd 
His right hand with a consecrated bowl. 
At once all pour libations on the board, 
All offer prayer. And now, the radiant sphere 
Of day descending, eventide drew near. 
When first Potitius with the priests advanced, 
Begirt with skins, and torches in their hands. 
High piled with meats of savoxy taste, they 

ranged 
The chargers, and renew'd the grateful feast 
Then came the Salii, crown'd with poplar too, 
Ctreling the blazing altars; here the youth 
Advanced, a choir harmonious, there were heard 
The reverend seers responsive; praise they sung, 
Much praise in honor of Alcides' deeds ; 
How first with infant gripe two serpents huge 
He strangled, sent from Juno ; next they sung, 
How Troja and (Echalia he destroy'd. 
Fair cities both, and many a toilsome task 
Beneath Eurystheus (so his stepdame willed) 
Achieved victorious. Thou, the cloud-bom pair, 
Hylffius fierce and Pholus, monstrous twins, 
Thou slew'st the ndnotaur, the plague of Crete, 
And the vast lion of the Nemean rock. 
Thee hell, and Cerberus, hell's porter, fear'd, 
Stretch'd in his den upon hishalf-gnaw'd bones. 
Thee no abhorred form, not e'en the vast 
TyphoDUs could appal, though clad in arms. 
Hail, true-born son of Jove, among the gods 
At length enroU'd, nor least illustrious thou, 
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Haste ihee ptopHlouB, and approre our i 
Thus bymn'd the choras ; above all they sing 
The cave of Cacas, and the flames he breathed. 
The whole grove echoes, and the hills lebonnd. 

The rites perform'd, all hasten to the town. 
The king, bending with age, held as he went 
JEneas and his Pallas by the hand, 
With much variety of pleasing talk 
Shortening the way. .£neas, with a SDoile, 
Looks round him, charm'd with the delightfhl 

scene, 
And many a questbn asks, and much he learns 
Of Inroes tu renown'd in ancient times. 
Then spake Evander. These extensive groves^ 
Were once inhabited by fauns and nymphs, 
Produced beneath thehr shades, and a rude zaee 
Of men, the progeny uncouth of elms 
And knotted oaks. They no refinement knew 
Of laws or manners civilized, to yoke 
The steer, with forecast provident to store 
The hoarded grain, or manage what they had, 
But browsed like beasts upon the leafy boughs, 
Or ftd voracious on their hunted prey. 
An ejdle from Olympus, and ezpell'd 
His native recdm by thunder-bearing Jove, 
First Saturn came. He firom the mountaini 

drew 
This herd of men untractable and fierce, 
And gave them laws : and oall'd his hiding-place, 
This growth of forests, Latium. Such the peaoe 
His land poasess'd, the goMen age was then, 
So filmed in story ; till by slow degrees 
Far other times, and of fhr difierent hue, 
Succeeded, thhst of gold and thirst of blood. 
Then came Aosonian bands, emd armed hosts 
From Sicily, and Latium often changed 
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Her master and her name. At length arose 
Kings, of whom Tybris of gigantic form 
Was chief: and we Italians ranee have call'd 
The liver by his name ; thus Albula 
(So was the country calFd in ancient days) 
Was quite forgot. Me from my native land 
An exUe, through the dangerous ocean driven, 
Resistless fortune and relentless fate 
Placed where thou seest me. Phoebus, and 
The nymph Carmentis, with maternal care 
Attendant on my wanderings, fiz'd me here. 

[Ten lines omitted.] 

He said, and show'd him the Tarpeian roek, 
And the rude spot where now the Capitol 
Stands all magnificent and bright with gold, 
Then overgrown with thorns. And yet e'en then 
The swains beheld that sacred scene with awe ; 
The grove, the rock, inspired religious fear. 
This grove, he said, that crowns the lofly top 
Of this fair hill, some deity, we know, 
Inhabits, but what deity we doubt. 
The Arcadians speak of Jupiter himself 
That they have often seen him, shaking here 
His gloomy iBgis, while the thunder storms 
Came rolling all around him. Turn thine eyes, 
Behold that ruin : those dismantled walls, 

Where once two towns, Janiculum , 

By Janus this, and that by Saturn built, 
Satumia. Such discourse brought them beneath 
. The roof of poor Evander; thence they saw. 
Where now the proud and stately forum stands, 
The grazing herds wide scatter'd o'er the field. 
Soon as he enter'd— Hercules, he said. 
Victorious Hercules, on this threshold trod, 
These walls contain'd him, humble as they are. 
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Dare to despiie magnificence, my friend. 
Prove thy divine descent by worth divine, 
Nor view with havghty scorn this mean abode. 
So saying, he led JEneas by the hand, 
And placed him on a cushion stuffed with leaves, 
Spread with the skin of a Lybistian bear. 
[Tlie Episode of Venus and Vulcan omitted.] 

While thus in Lemnos Vulcan was employ'd, 
Awaken'd by the gentle dawn of day, 
And the shrill song of birds beneath the eaves 
Of his low mannon, old Evander rose. 
His tunic, cufid the sandals on his feet, 
And his good sword well girded to his side, 
A panther's skin dependent from his left, 
And over his right shoulder thrown aslant, 
Thus was he clad. Two mastiffs foUow'd him, 
His whole retinue and his nightly guard. 



OVID, TRIST. BOOK V. ELEG. XH. 

Scribis, ut oblectem. 

You bid me write to amuse the tedious hours, 
And save from withering my poetic powers ; 
Hard is the task, my friend, for verse should flow 
Prom the free mind, not fetter'd down by woe ; 
Restless amidst unceasing tempests tost, 
Whoe'er has cause for sorrow, I have most 
Would you bid Priam laugh, his sons all slain, 
Or childless Niobe from tears refrain. 
Join the gay dance, and lead the festive train 1 
Does grief or study most befit the mind 
To this remote, this barbarous nook confined 1 
Could you impart to my unshaken breast 
The fortitude by Socrates possessed, 
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Soon would it sink beneath such woes as mine, 
For what is human strength to wrath divine 1 
Wise as he was, and Heavcnpionounced him so. 
My sufferings would have laid that wisdom low. 
Could I forget my country, thee and all, 
And e'en the offence to which I owe my fall, 
Yet fear alone would freeze that poet's vein, 
While hostile troops swarm o'er the dreary plain. 
Add that the fatal rust of long disuse 
Unfits me for the service of the muse. 
Thistles and weeds are all we can expect 
From the best soil impoverish'd by neglect ; 
Unexercised, and to his stall confined, 
The fleetest racer would be left behind ; 
The best built bark that cleaves the wateiy way, 
Laid useless by, would moulder and decay — 
No hope remains that time shall me restore 
Mean as I was, to what I was before. 
Think how a series of desponding cares 
Benumbs the genius emd its fbrce impairs. 
How oft, as now, on thb devoted sheet, 
My verse, constrain'd to move with measured feet, 
Reluctant and laborious limps along. 
And proves itself a wretched exile's song. 
What is it tunes the most melodious lays 1 
'Tis emulation and the thirst of praise, . 
A noble thirst, and not unknown to me, 
WhUe smoothly wafted on a calmer sea. 
But can a wretch like Ovid pant for fame 1 
No, rather let the world forget my name. 
Is it because that world approved my strain, 
You prompt me to the same pursuit again 1 
No, let the Nine the ungrateful truth excuse, 
I charge my hopeless ruin on the muse. 
And like Perillus, meet my just desert. 
The victim of my own pernicious art : 

▼oLt.n. sa 
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Fool that I was to be so wam'd in Tain, 
And, diipwiecked once, to tempt the deep again. 
Ol tares the bard in this unktter'd land, 
None to consult, and none to undeistand. 
The purest verse has no admirers here, 
Their own rude language only suits their ear. 
Rude as it is, at length familiar grown, 
I learn it, and almost unlearn my own — 
Yet to say truth, e'en here the muse disdains 
Confinement, and attempts her former strains, 
'But finds the strong desire is not the power. 
And what her taste condemns the flames devour. 
A part perhaps, like this, escapes the doom, 
And tiiough unworthy, finds a friend at Rome; 
But oh ! the cruel art that could undo 
Its votarjr thus I would that could perish too I 



HORACE, BOOK h ODE IX. 

Videa, ut alt& stet niTe csndidam 
Soracte; 

Seest thou yon mountain laden with deep snow, 
The groves beneath*their fleecy burden bow. 

The streams, congeal'd, foiget to flow, 
Come, thaw the cold, and lay a cheerftil pile 

Of fiiel on the hearth ; 
Broach the best cask and make old winter smile 

With seasonable mirth. 

This be our part — let Heaven dispose the rest; 
If Jove command, the winds shall sleep, 
That noyr wage war upon the foamy deep. 

And gentle gales spring from the balmy west. 

E'en let us shift to-morrow as we may, 
When to-morrow's passe d away, 
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We at least shall have to say, 

We have lived another day ; 
Tour auburn locks will soon be sihrer'd o'er, 
Old age is at our heels, and youth letums no 

more. 
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Pereicos odi, pner, apparatus. 

BoT, I hate their empty shows, 

Persian garlands I detest, 
Bring not me the late-blown rose, 

Lingering after all the rest 
Plainer myrtle pleases me, 

Thus outstretch'd beneath my vine ; 
Myrtle more becoming thee. 

Waiting with thy master's wine. 
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BoT ! I detest all Persian fopperies, 
Fillet-bound garlands are to me disgusting ; 
Task not thyself with any search, I chaige thee, 

Where latest roses linger. 
Bring me alone (for thou wilt find that readily) 
Plain myrtle. Myrtle neither will disparage 
Thee occupied to serve me, or me drinking 

Beneath my vine's cool shelter. 



HORACE, BOOK II. ODE X. 

Receive, dear firiend, the truths I teaeh^ 
So shah thou live beyond the reach 
Of adverse fortune's power; 
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Not always tempt the distant deep, 
Nor always timorously creep 
Along the treacherous shore. 

He that holds fast the golden mean, 
And lives contentedly between 

The little and the great, 
Feels not the wanU that pinch the poor, 
Nor plagues that haunt the rich man's door, 

Imbittering all his state. 

The tallest pines feel most the 'power 
Of wintry blasts ; the loftiest tower 

Comes heaviest to the ground ; 
The bolts that spare the mountain's side 
His cloudcapt eminence divide, 

And spread the ruin round. 

The well-inform'd philosopher, 
Rejoices with a wholesome fear, 

And hopes in spite of pain ; 
If Winter bellow from the north, 
Soon the sweet Spnng comes dancing forth, 

And Nature laughs again. 

What if thine heaven be overcast 1 
The dark appearance will not last ; 

Expect a brighter sky. 
The Grod that strings the silver bow 
Awakes sometimes the muses too. 

And lays his arrows by. 

If hindrances obstruct thy way, 
Thy magnanimity display, 

And let thy strength be seen : 
But O ! if Fortune fill thy sail 
With more than a propitious gale, 

Take half thy canvas in. 
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A REFLECTION ON THE FOREGOING 
ODE. 

And is this all 1 Can Reason do no more 
Then bid me shun the deep and dread the shore 1 
Sweet moralist ! afloat on life's rough sea, 
The Christian has an art unknown to thee : 
He holds no parley with unmanly fears ; 
Where Duty bids he confidently steers, 
Faces a thousand dangers at her call, 
And| trusting in his Gbd, surmounts them alL 

HORACE, BOOK II. ODE XVI. 

Otlom Dives rogat in patentL 

Ease is the weary merchant's prayer. 
Who ploughs by night the .£gean flood, 

When neither moon nor stars appear. 
Or faintly glimmer through the cloud. 

For ease the Mede with quiver graced, 
For ease the Tracian hero sighs, 

Delightful ease all pant to taste, 
A blessing which no treasure buys. 

For neither gold can lUll to rest, 
^ Nor all a Consul's guard beat off 
The tumults of a troubled breast, 
The cares that haunt a gilded roof. 

Happy the man whose table shows 
A few clean ounces of old plate, 

No fear intrudes on his repose. 
No sordid wishes to be great. 

Poor short-lived things, what plans we lay 1 
Ah, why forsake our native home 1 
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To dittant climates speed away ; 
For self sticks close where'er we roam. 

Care follows hard, and soon overtakes 
The well-iigg'd ship, the warlike steed ; 

Her destined quarry ne'er forsakes — 
Not the wind flies with half her speed. 

From anxious fears of fhtare ill 
Guard well the cheerfol, ha^^py now ; 

Gild e'en your sorrows with a smilet, 
No blessing is unmix'd below. 

Thy neighing steeds and lowing herds, 
Thy numerous flocks around thee graiSi 

And the best purple 'Tyre afibrds 
Thy robe magnificent displays. 

On me indulgent Hedven bestow'd 
A rural mansion, neat and small ; 

This lyre ; — and as for yonder crowd, 
The happiness to hate them all 



THE FIFTH^SATIRE OF THE FIRST 
BOOK OF HORACE. 

A HUMOROUS DESCRIPTION OF THE AUTH0R*8 
JOURNEY FROM ROME TO BRUNDUSIUM. 

'TwAS a long journey lay before us. 
When I and honest Heliodorus, 
Who far in point of rhetoric 
Surpasses every living Greek, 
Each leaving our respective home, 
Together sallied forth from Rome. 

First at Aricia we alight. 
And there reflresh, and pass the night, 
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Our entertammezi^ rather coane 
Than sumptuous, b^ I've met with wone. 
Thence o'er the causeway soft and fidx 
To Appii Forum we repair. 
But as this road is well supplied 
(Temptation strong !) on either side 
With inns commodious, snug, and y 
We split the journey, and perform 
In two days' time what's often done 
By brisker travellers in one. 
Here, rather choosing not to sup 
Than with bad water mix my cup, 
After a warm debate in spite 
Of a provoking appetite, 
I sturdily resolved at last ^ 

To balk it, and pronounce a ftuit. 
And in a moody humor wait. 
While my less dainty comrades bait 
Now o'er the spangled hemisj^era 
Diffused the stany train appear, 
When thera arose a desperate brawl ; 
The slaves and bargemen, one and all, 
Rending their throats (have mercy on as !) 
As if they were resolved to stun us. 
*' Steer the barge this way to the shora ; 
I tell you we'll admit no mora ; 
Plague ! will you never be content V' 
Thus a whole hour at least is spent, 
While they receive the sevnal fares. 
And kick the mule into his gears. 
Happy, these difficulties past. 
Could we have fallen asleep at last I 
But, what with humming, croaking, biting, 
Gnats, frogs, and all their plagues umting, 
These tuneful natives of the lake 
Conspired to keep u* broad awake. 
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Beadet, to make the conoert fiill. 
Two maudlin wighta, exceedingr dull, 
The haigeman and a passenger, 
Each in his tarn, essay'd an air 
In honor of his absent fair. 
At length the passenger, opprest 
With wine, left off, and snored the rest. 
The weary bargeman too gave o'er, 
And, hearing his companion snoie, 
Seiz'd the occasion, fix'd the baige, 
Tam'd out his mule to graze at laige, 
And slept foigetfhl of his charge. 
And now the son o'er eastern hill 
Discovered that our barge stood still; 
When one, whose anger vex'd him soie, 
With maUce fraught, leaps quick on shore ; 
Plucks up a stake, with many a thwack 
Assails the mule and driver's back. 

Then slowly moving on with pain, 
At ten Feronia's stream we gain, 
And in her pure and glassy wave 
Our hands and faces gladly lave. 
Climbing three miles, fair Anxur's height 
We reach, with stony quarries white. 
While here, as was agreed, we wait, 
Till, charged with business of the state, 
MflBcenas and Cocceius come. 
The messengers of peace from Rome. 
My eyes, by watery humors blear 
And sore, I with black balsam smear. 
At length they join us, and with them 
Our worthy friend Fonteius came ; 
A man of such complete desert, 
Antony loved him at his heart. 
At Fundi we refhsed to bait. 
And laugh'd at vain Aofidtus' state. 
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A prstor now, a scribe before, 
The purple-border'd robe he wore, 
His slave the smoking censor bore. 
Tired, at Muraena's we repose, 
At Formia sup at Capito's. 

With smiles the rising mom we greet, 
At Sinuessa pleased to meet 
With Plotius, Varius, and the bard 
Whom Mantua first with wonder heard. 
The world no purer spirits knows ; 
For none my heart more warmly glowi. 
O ! what embraces we bestow'd, 
And with what joy our breasts o'erflow*d ! 
Sure, while my sense is sound and clear, 
Long as I live, I shall prefer 
A gay, good-natured, easy friend 
To every blessing Heaven can send. 
At a small village, the next night, 
Near the Vulturnus we alight ; 
Where, as employ'd on state affairs, 
We were supptied by the purveyors. 
Frankly at once, and without hire, 
With food for man and horse, and fire. 
Capua next day betimes we reach, 
Where Virgil and myself, who each 
Labor'd with different maladies, 
His such a stomach, mine such eyes, 
As would not bear strong exercise, 
In drowsy mood to sleep resort ; 
Maecenas to the tennis-court. 
Next at Cocceius' farm we're treated, 
Above the Caudian tavern seated ; 
His kind and hospitable board 
With choice of wholesome food was stored. 
Now, O ye Nine, insfare my lays! 

To nobler themes my fancy raise ! 
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Two combatants, who tcom to yield 

The noisy, tongue-disputed field, 

Sarmentus and Gieirrus, claim 

A poet's tribute to their fame ; 

Cicimis of true Oscian breed, 

Sarmentus, who was never fteed, 

But ran away. We don't defiime him ; 

His lady lives, and still may claim him. 

Thus dignified, in harder fray 

These champions their keen wit display 

And first Sarmentus led the way. 

" Thy locks,'' quoth he, " so rough and coane, 

Look like the mane of some wild horse." 

We laugh; Cicirrus undismayed— 

" Have at you !" — cries, and ^akes his head. 

""Tis well," Sarmentus says, "you've lost 

That horn your forehead once could boast i 

Since, maim'd and mangled as you are. 

You seem to butt" A hideous scar 

Improved, tis true, with double grace 

The native horrors of his &ce. 

Well, after much jocosely said 

Of his grim fifont, so fieiy red, 

(For carbuncles had blotch'd it o'er 

As usual on Oampania's shore,) 

" Give us," he cried, " since you're so big, 

A sample of the Cyclop's jig ! 

Your shanks methinks no buskins ask, 

Nor does your jdiiz require a mask." 

To this Cicirrus : " In return 

Of you, sir, now I foin would learn. 

When 'twas, no longer deem'd a slave. 

Your chains you to the Lares gave 1 

For though a scrivener's ri^t you claim, 

Your lady's title is the i 
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But what could make you run away, 

Since, pigmy as you are, each day 

A single pound of bread would quite 

O'erpower your puny appetite V* 

Thus joked the champions, while we laugh'd, 

And many a cheerful bumper quaff 'd. 

To Beneventum next we steer ; 
Where our good host by over care 
In roasting thrushes lean as mice 
Had almost fallen a sacrifice. 
The kitchen soon was all on fire, 
And to the roof the flames aspire ; 
There might you see each man and master 
Striving, amidst this sad disaster, 
To save the supper. Then they came 
With speed enough to quench the flame. 
From hence we first at distance see 
The Apulian hills, well known to me, 
Parch'd by the sultry western blast ; 
And which we never should have past, 

Had not Trivicius by the way 

Received us at the close of day. 

But each was fofced at entering here 

To pay the tribute of a tear. 

For more of smoke than fire was seen— 

The hearth was piled with logs so green. 

From hence in chaises we were carried 

Miles twenty-four, and gladly tarried 

At a small town, whose name my verse 

(So barbarous b it) can't rehearse. 

Enow it you may by many a sign, 

Water is dearer far than wine ; 

There bread is deem'd such dainty fare, 

That every prudent traveller 

His wallet loads with many a crust; 

For at Canusium you m%ht just 
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Af well attempt to gnaw a stone 

Ai think to get a morsel down : 

That too with scanty streams is fed ) 

Its founder was brave Diomed. 

Qood Varius (ah, that fHends must part 1) 

Here left us all with aching heart 

At Rubi we arrived that day, 

WeU jaded by the length of way, 

And sure poor mortals ne'er were wetter: 

Next day no weather could be better ; 

No roads so bad ; we scarce could crawl 

Along to fishy Barium's wall. 

The Egnatians next, who by the rules 

Of common sense are knaves or fools, 

Made all our sides with laughter heave, 

Since we with them must needs believe 

That incense in their temples bums, 

And without fire to ashes turns. 

To circumcision's bigots tell 

Such tales ! for me, I know fiill well 

That in high heaven, unmoved by care, 

The gods eternal quiet share : 

Nor can I deem their spleen the cause, 

While fickle Nature breaks her laws. 

Brundusium last we reach : and there 

Stop short the muse and traveller. 



THE NINTH SATIRE OP THE FIRST 
BOOK OP HORACE. 

DBSCRIPnON OF AN IMPERTINENT. ADAPTED TO 
PRESENT TIMES, 1759. 

Sauntering along the street one day, 
On trifles musing by the way — 
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Up Steps a fVee familiar wight, 

(I scarcely knew the man by sight). 

" Carlos," he cried, " your hand, my dear; 

Gad, I rejoice to meet you here ! 

Pray Heaven I see you well 1" " So, so ; 

E'en well enough as times now go : 

The same good wishes, sir, to you." 

Finding he still pursued me close — 

" Sir, you have business I suppose." 

" My business, sir, is quickly done, 

Tis but to make my merit known. 

Sir, I have read"—" O learned sir, 

You and your learning I revere." 

Then sweating with anxiety. 

And sadly longing to get free, 

Ghxls, how I scamper'd, scuffled for't, 

Ran, halted, ran again, sCopp'd short, 

Beckoned my boy, and pull'd him near, 

And whisper'd nothing in his ear. 

Teased with his loose unjointed chat — 
" What street is this 1 What house is that 1" 

Harlow, how I envied thee 
Thy unabash'd effrontery. 

Who darest a foe with freedom blame, 
And call a coxcomb by his name I 
When I retum'd him answer none. 
Obligingly the fool ran on, 
" I see you're dismally distress'd, 
Would give the world to be released. 
But by your leave, sir, I shall still 
Stick to your skirts, do what you will. 
Pray which way does your journey tend 1" 
*' O, 'tis a tedious way, my friend ; 
Across the Thames, the Lord knows where, 

1 would not trouble you so far." • 
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<* Well, I'm at leisure to attend yovu" 

"Aie your' thought I, "the Deil beftiend 

you." 
No aM with double pannien rack'd, 
Oppreaa'd, o'erladen, broken-back'd, 
E'er look'd a thousandth part so doll 
As I, nor half so like a fooL 
** Sir, I know little of myself 
(Proceeds the pert conceited elf) 
If Gray or Mason you will deem 
Than me more worthy your esteem. 
Poems I write by folios 
As fast as other men write prose ; 
Then I can sing so loud, so clear, 
That Beard cannot with me compare. 
In dancing too I all surpass, 
Not Oooke can move with such a grace." 
Here I made shift with much ado 
To interpose a word or two. — 
** Have you no parents, sv, no friends, 
Whose welfare on your own depends!" 
<< Parents, relations, say you 1 No. 
They're all disposed of long ago.'-' — 
" Happy to be BO more perplex'd ! 
My fate too threatens, I go next. 
Despatoh me, sir, 'ds now too late, 
Alas ! to struggle with my fate ! 
Well, I'm convinced my time is come — 
When young, a gipsy told my doom. 
The belc^^e shook her palsied head, 
As she pmised my palm, and said : 
Of poison, pestilence, and war; 
Gout, stone, defluxion, or catarrh, 
You have no reason to beware. 
Beware the coxcomb's idle prate; 
Chiefly, my son, beware of that 
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Be sore, when you behold hnn, fly 
Out of all earshot, or you die." 

To Rufus' Hall we now draw near* 
Where he was sommoned to appear, 
Refute the charge the pkdntiff brought^ 
Or suffer judgment by defkult. 
" For Heaven's sake, if you love me, wait 
One moment I I'll be with you straight.'* 
Glad of a plausible pretence — 
" Sir, I must beg you to dispense 
With my attendance in the court 
My legs will surely suffer for't." 
" Nay, prithee, Carlos, stop awhile i" 
" Faith, sir, in law I have no skill. 
Besides, I have no time to spare, 
I must be going you know where." 
" Well, I protest I'm doubtful now 
Whether to leave my suit or you !" 
" Me without scruple !" I reply, 
<* Me by all means, sir !"— '* No, not I. 
Aliens, Monsieur i" 'Twas vain, yon know, 
To stoive with a victorious foe. 
So I reluctantly obey, 
And follow where he leads the way, 

<* You and Newcastle are so close, 
Still hand and glove, sir — I suppose." 
"Newcastle, let me tell you, sir. 
Has not his equal everywhere." 
" Well. There indeed your fortune's made ; 
Faith, sir, you understand your trade. 
Would you but give me your good word : 
Just introduce me to my lord, 
I should serve charmingly by way 
Of second fiddle, as they say : 
What think you, sir 1 'twere a good jest 
'Slifb, we should quickly scout the rest." 



\ 
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** Sir, yoa mistake the matter far, 

We have no tecimd fiddles there — 

Richer than I some folks may be ; 

More learned, but it harts not me. 

Friends though he has of different kind, 

Each has his proper place assigned.*' 

<' Strange matters these alleged by you !" 

" Strange they may be, but they are true.*' 

" Well then, I vow, 'tis mighty clever. 

Now I long ten times more than ever 

To be advanced extremely near 

One of his shining character. 

Have but the will — there wants no mcne, 

Tis plain enough you have the power. 

His easy temper (that's the worst) 

He knows, and is so shy at first" — 

" But such a cavalier as you — 

Lord, sir, you'll quickly bring him to I" 

*< Well ; if I fhil in my design, 

Sir, it shall be no fault of mine. 

If by the saucy servile tribe 

Denied, what think you of a bribe % 

Shut out to-day, not die with sorrow, 

But try my luck again to-morrow; 

Never attempt to visit him 

But at the most convenient time ; 

Attend him on each levee day. 

And there my humble duty pay — 

Labor, like this, our want supplies ; 

And they must stoop who mean to rise." 

While thus he wittingly harangued, 
For which you'll guess I wish'd him hang'd, 
Campley, a iiriend of mine, came by — 
Who knew his humor nK»re than I ; 
We stop, salute, and—'* Why so fkst, 
Friend Carlos 1 Whither all this haste 1" 
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Fired at the thought of a reprieve, * 

I pinch ilim, pull him, twitch his sleere, 
l^od, beckon, bite my lips, wink, pout, 
Do everything but speak plain out : 
While he, sad dog, from the beginning 
Determined to mistake my meaning, 
Instead of pitying my curse. 
By jeering made it ten times worse. 
" Campley, what secret (pray !) was that 
Yon wanted to communicate !" 
*< I recollect. But 'ds no matter. 
Carlos, we'll talk of that hereafter. 
E'en let the secret rest. 'Twill teU 
Another time, sir, just as well." 
Was ever such a dismal day 1 
Unlucky cur, he steals away. 
And leaves me, half bereft of lifb, 
At mercy of the butcher's knife ; 
When sudden, shouting firom afiur. 
See his antagonist appear ! 
The bailiff seized him quick as thought, 
" Ho, Mr. Scoundrel ! Are you caught 1 
Sir, you are witness to the arrest." 
" Ay marfy,'sb, I'll do my best." 
Th6 mob huzzas. Away they trudge, 
Culjprit and all before the judge. 
Meanwhile I luckily enou^ 
(Thanks to Apollo) got dear off. 
TOL, IL 38 
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TRANSLATION OF AN EPIGRAM FROM 
HOMER.* 

Pat me n^ price, potten ! and 1 will aing. 
Attend, O Pallas ! and with lifted ann 
Piotect their oven ; let the cups and all 
The laered ▼esBeb blacken well, and, baked 
With good success, yield them both fiur lenown 
And profit, whether in the market sold 
Or streets, and let no strifb ensue between us. 
But, oh ye potters ! if with shameless fimnt 
Te fUsiQr yonr promise, then I leave 
No mischief uninToked to avenge the wrong. 
Oomei Syntrips, Smaragus, Sabactes, come, 
And Asbetus, nor let your direst dread, 
Omodamus, delay ! Fire seise your house. 
May neither house nor TesCibule escape, 
May ye lament to see conftudon mar 
And mingle the whole labor of your hands, 
And may a sound fill all your oven, such 
As of a horse grihding his provender, 
While all your pots and flagons bounce within. 
Come hither, also, daughter of the sun, 
Ciroe the sorceress, and with thy drugs 
Poison themselves, and all that they have'made I 
Come, also, Chiron, with thy numerous troop 
Of centaurs, as well those who died beneath 

• NotltlelBpreflzedtothiBpieee,biititq>pearatobe 
a traodatton of ooejoi the Enx^/iM«ra of Homer oalled 
•O Ka/icyof, or The Fnniaoe. Herodotus, or who^|ver 
wss the author of the Life of Homer aaaibfd. to hiakf 
oheerres, **certaiii potters, while they were busied la 
baUng their ware, seeing Homer at a small dlstanoe, sad 
having heard mneh said of his wisdom, oalled to htaSi 
and promised him a present of their oommodKy, and of 
such other things as they eonkl aflbrd, If he woold sii« 
• lo them, when he sang as fonows.**. 
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Tike ehib of Herenlet , as who escaped, 
And stamp their crockery to dost ; down fiUl 
Tlieir chimney ; let them see it with their eyei, 
And howl to see the min of their ait, 
While I rejoice ; and if a potter stoop 
To peep into his fbrnace, may the fire 
Flash in his fiioe and scorch it, that aU men 
Obserre, thenceibrth, equity and food fldth. 
Oetobsr.nm. 
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MONTES OLACIALES, IN OCEANO QEBr 
MAPaCO NATANTES. 

Bn, qam prodigia, ex orii allata lemotis, 
Oral adTeniunt pavefkcta per squora noitrai I 
Non eqnidem prises laclam rediine Tidetor 
Pyrrhs, com Proteus pecns altos visere monies 
si sylvas, egit Sed tempera tIx leTiora 
Adsant, evulsi quando radicitns aM 
In mare descendant montes, fluetasque perer- 

rant 
Qnidvero hocmonstriest magis et mirabik visnl 
Splendentes video, cen pulcluro ex sre vel auio 
Conflatos, rutilisque accinctos undique gemnus, 
Bacci cenilea, et flaimnas imitante pyropo. 
Ex oriente adsunt, abi gazas optima tellus 
Parturit omnigena8,qaibu8 sva per omnia sompta 
Ingenti finxere sibi diademata reges 1 
Vix hoc crediderim. Non fallnnt talia acntos 
Mercatorum oculos : prius et quam littora Gangis 
Liquissent, avidls gratissima praeda fuissent 
Ortos unde putemus ? An illos Ves'vios atrox 
Protulit, igniyomisve ejecit faucibus JEtna 1 
Luce midant propria, Phoebiye, per adra pumm 
Noncstimulantis equos, airgentea tela retorqnenti 
Phoebi luce micant. Ventis et fluctibus altis 
Appulsi, et rapidis subter currentibus ondis, [est 
Tandem non fallunt oculos. Capita alta videre 
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Malta ooerata nhre et canb oonspena pramii, 
C»tera sunt glacies. Procol hino, ubi Broma 

fere omnes 
Contristat menses, portenta hsc horrida nobis 
Ula stnii voluit. Quoties de culmine summo 
Clivomm fluerent in littora prona, soluts 
Sole, nives, propero tendentes in mare ciuma, 
Ilia gela fizit. Paulatim attollere sese 
Minim copit opus ; glacieque ab origine renun- 
In glaciem aggesta sublimes vertice tandem 
JEquavit montes, non crescere ncscia moles. 
Sioimmensa din stetit, stemumque stetisset 
Congeries, hominum neque yi neque mobilis azte, 
littora ni tandem declivia deseruisset, 
Pendere victa suo. Dilabitur. Omnia cireum 
Antra et saza gemunt, subito concussa fragoro, 
Dam ruit in pelagum, tanquam studiosa natandi, 
Ingens tota stiues. Sic Delos dicitur olim, 
Insula, in iEg»o fluitasse erratica ponto. 
Sed non ex glacie Delos ; neque torpida Delum 
Brama inter rupes genuit nudum sterilemque. 
Sed vestita herbis erat ilia, omataque nunquam 
Deddua lauro ; et Delum dilexit Apollo. 
At vos, errones horrendi, et caligine digni 
Cimmeiia, Deus idem odit. Natalia vsetra, ^ 
Nubibus involvens frontem, non ille tueri 
Snstinuit Patrium vos ergo requirite coolum ! 
Ite ! Redite I Timete moras ; ni leniter austro 
Spirante, et nitidas Phoebo jaculante sagittM 
Hoftili vobi^, pereatis guigite. misti I 
March 11, 1790. 

ON THE ICE ISLANDS SEEN FLOATING 
IN THE GERMAN OCEAN. 

What portents, ftom what distant region, ride, 
Unseen till now in oars, the astonished tide 1 
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In agM past, old Proteus, with hk dxoTes 

Of lea-cahres, sought the mountains and the 

groves. 
But now, descending whence of late they stood, 
TliemseWes the mountains seem to rove the 

flood. [woes; 

Dire times were they, fiiU charged with human 
And these, scarce less calamitous than those. 
What view we nowl More wondrous still! 

Behold! 
Like bumish'd brass they shine, or beaten gold ; 
And all around the pearl's pure splendor show, 
And all around the ruby's fiery glow. 
Come they from India, where the burning earth, 
All bounteous, gives her richest treasures birth; 
And where the costly gems, that beam around 
The brows of mightiest potentates, are fimnd 1 
No. Never such a countless dazzling store 
Had left unseen the Ganges' peopled shore. 
Rapacious hands, and ever watchful eyes, 
Should sooner far have mark'd and seized tho 

prize. 
Whence sprang they then 1 Ejected have they 

come 
From Vesuvius', or from iBtna's burning womb 1 
Thus shine they self^illumed, or but display 
The borrow'd splendors of a cloudless day 1 
'Vnthborrow'd beams they shine. The gales that 

breathe 
Now landward, and the current's force beneath, 
Have borne them nearer ; and the nearer sight, 
Advantaged more, contemplates them aright 
Their lofty summits crested high they show, 
With mingled sleet, and long-incumbent snow. 
The rest is ice. Far hence, where, most seven. 
Bleak winter well nigh saddens all the year. 
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Their in&Dt growth began. He bade aiiee 
Their uncouth fonns, portentous in our eyes. 
Oft as dissohred by transient suns, the snow 
Left the tall cMff, to join the flood below; 
He caught, and curdled with a fteeang blast 
Tlie current, ere it reach'd the boundless waste. 
By slow degrees uprose the wondrous pile, 
Ajod long snccessiTe ages roll'd the while; 
Till, ceaseless in its growth, it claim'd to stand, 
Tall as its rival mountains on the land. 
Thus stood, and, unremovable by skill 
Or force of man, had stood the structure still. 
But that, though firmly fix'd, supplanted yet 
By pressure of its own enormous weight, 
It left the shelving beach — and, with a sound 
That shook the bellowing waves and rocks 

around, 
Self-launch'd, and swiftly, to the brky wave. 
As if instinct with strong desire to lave, 
Down went the ponderous mass. So bards of old 
How Delos swam the JEgean deep have told. 
But not of ice was Delos. Delos bore 
Herb, ftuit, and flower. She, crown'd with 

laurel, wore, 
E'en under wintry skies, a summer smile ; 
And Delos was Apollo's favorite isle. 
But, horrid wanderers of the deep, to you 
He deems Cimmerian darkness only due. 
Tour hated birth he deign'd not to survey, 
But, scomftil, tum'd his glorious eyes away. 
Hence, seek your home, nor longer rash^ dare 
The darts of Phoebus and a softer air ; 
Lest ye regret, too late, your native coast. 
In no congenial gulf forever lost f 

MmwIi 10, 1709. 
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XONUMENTAL INSCRIPTION TO WIL- 
LIAM NORTHCOT. 

Hictepokus est 
Inter luonim laciymaa 

OVUEUfUS NORTHCOT, 
OULIfiLMI et MARIJB filuUI 

UnicuB, unice dilectus, 

dui floxis ritu sucdsus est semihiantii, 

Apiilis die septimo. 

1780. MX, 10. 

Care, vale ! Sed non etemom, care, valeto ! 

Namque iterum tecum, sim mode dignus, era. 
Tom nihil amplexus poterit divellere nostros, 

Nee ta marcesces, nee lacrymabor ego. 

TRANSLATION. 

Farewell ! "But not forever,'* Hope repliei, 
Trace but his steps and meet him in the skies f 
There nothing shall renew our parting pain, 
Thou shah not wither, nor I weep again. 



IN SfiDITIONEM HOQIUBNDAM, 

OOERUPTELIS GALLIClfi, UT FERTUR, LONDINI 

NUPER e:sortam. 

Pkrfida, erudelis, Ticta et lymphata^fhroKe, 

Non annis, laurum Gallia fraude petit 
Venalem pretio plebem conducit, et uzit 

Undique privataa patriciasque domos. 
Nequicquam coiiata sua, foedissima sperat 

Posse tamen nostra nos superare mano. 
Gallia, vana struis ! Precibus nunc utere! Vinoei» 

Nam mites timidis, supplicibusque sumus. 
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TRANSLATION. 

False, cruel, disappointed, stung to the heart, 
France quits the warrior's for the assasin's paxt, 
To dirty hands a dirty bribe conveys, 
Bids the low street and lofty palace blaye. 
Her sons too weak to vanquish us alone, 
She hires the worst and basest of our own. 
Kneel, France! a suppliant conquers, us with 
• ease. 
We always spare a coward on his knees. 



MOTTO ON A CLOCK. 

WITH A TRANSLATION BY HATLBT. 

dam lenta accedit, quam veloz prsterit hora ! 
Ut capias, patiens esto, sed esto vigil I 

Skiw comes the hour; its passing speed how 

great 1 
Waiting to seize it — vigilantly wait ! 



A SIMILE LATINIZED. 

SORS adveisa gerit stimulum, sed tendit et alas: 
Pungit wpi similis, sed velut ista fhgit. 



ON THE LOSS OF THE ROYAL GEORQA 

WRITTEN WHEN THE NEWS ARRIVED. 

71> the March in Scipio. 

"' Toll for the Inrave 1 

The brave that are no more I 
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All smik benMlh the waie, 
Fait bj their nattre ahofo 1 

Sght handled of the brave, 
Whose courage well was tried, 

Had made the vessel heel, 
And laid her on her ode. 

A land-breese shook the shroods, . 

And she was overMt ; 
Down went the Royal George, 

Wth all her erew compktB. 

Toll fir the brave I 
Brave Kempenfelt is gone ; 

His last sea-fight is fought ; 
Bk weak of glory done. 

It was not in the battle; 

No tempest gave the shock; 
She sprang no fktal leak, 

She ran upon no rock. 

His sword was in its sheath; 

His fingers held the pen. 
When Kempenfelt went down 

WU^ twice ibur hundred men. 

Weigh the vessel up, 

Once dreaded by our foes ! 

And mingle with our cup 
The tear that England owes. 

Her timbers yet are sound. 
And she may float again, 

Full chaiged with England's thunder, 
And pbugh ^e ^Mant main. 
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But Kempenfelt is gone, 
His 'victories are o'er; 

And he and his eight hundred 
Shall plough the wave no 
Sept 3783. 



^ SUBMERSIONEM NAVIOn, GUI GBOR- 
GIUS REGALE NOMEN mDITUH. 

Planoimus fortes. Peri^re fortes, 
Patrimn propter peridre littus 
Bis quaidr centum ; subitd sub alto 
JSquore mend. 

Navis, innitens lateri, jacebat, 
Halus ad summas trej^abat undas, 
OtUn levis, fhnes quatiens, ad imum 
Depulit aura. 

Plangimus fortes. Nimis, heu, cadocam 
Fordbus vitam voludre pares, 
Nee sinunt ultr& tibi nos recentes 
Nectere laurus, 

Magne, qui nomen, licdt incanorum, 
Traditum ex multis atavis tufisti I 
At tuos oUm memorabit svum 
Omne triumphos. 

Non hyems illos fhribunda mernt, 
Non maii in clause scopuli latentes, 
FisBa non rimis abies, nee atroz 
Abstulitc 



Navits sed turn nimium jocosi 
Voce fallebant hilari laborem, 
Bt quiescebat) calamoque dextram fan- 
pleverat heros.' 
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VO0, quilms cordi est grste opOB piuo^pie, 
Hnmidum ex alto spolhim levate, 
Bt putreaeentes sub aquis amicos 
Reddite amicls 1 

Hi quidem (sic dis placuit) fii^ : 
Sed ratis, nondom putris, ire possit 
Runtis in belhim, Britonomque namen 
ToUere ad astra. 



IN BREVITATEM VITJB SPATU HOBH- 
NIBUS CONCESSI. 

BY DR. JORTIN. 

Hbi mihi ! lejge rat& sol occidit atque resmgit, 
Lunaqne mntatad reparat dispendia fonns, 
Astraque, purpurei telis eztincta diei, 
Roraus nocte vigent. Humiles telluiis alumm. 
Graminis herba^virens, et floriim picta propago, 
Quos cradelis hyems lethali tabe peredit, 
Cum Zepbyri vox blanda vocat, rediitque aeieni 
Temperies anni, ftecundo 6 cespite surgunt. 
Kos domini rerum, nos, magna et pulchra minati, 
Gum breve yer vita robustaque transiit stas, 
Deficimus ; nee nos ordo reTolubilis auras [vit 
Reddit in nthereas, tumuli neque claustra resoU 



ON THE SHORTNESS OP HUMAN LIFE. 

TRANSLATION OP THE FORBQOING. 

Suns that set, and moons that wane, 



Rise and are restored again ; 
Stars, that orient day subdues, 
Night at her return renews. 



m 
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Hobs and flowers, the beaufteoiu bizih 
Of the genial womb of earth, 
Suffer but A transient death 
From the winter's cruel breath. 
Zephyr speaks ; serener skies 
Warm the glebe, and they arise. 
We, alas ! earth's haughty kings, 
We, that promise mighty things, 
Losing soon fifb*s happy prime, 
Droop, and fade, in little time. 
Spring returns, but not our bIo<ai ; 
Still 'tis winter in the tomb. 
Jan., 1784. 



THE ULY AND THE ROSE. 

The nymph must lose her female friend, 
If more admired than she — 

But where will fierce contention end, 
Jf flowers can disagree ? 

Within the garden's peaceful scene 

Appear'd two lovely foes. 
Aspiring to the rank of queen, 

The Lily and the Rose. 

, The Rose soon redden'd into rage, 

And, swelling with disdain, 

Appeal'd to many a poet's page 

To prove her right to reign. , 



The Lily's height bespoke < 

A fair imperial flower; 
She seem'd design'd for Flora's hand, 

The sceptre of her power. , 
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TUi ciTil Incketing and debate 
Ttie foddeM chanced to hear, 
• And flew to sare, ere yet too late, 
The pride of the parterre. 

* Tmin k, ahe aaid, the noUer hoe, 
And yonra the atatelier mien ; 
And, till a third aarpaisea yoo, 
Let each be deem'd a qneen. 

Thus aoothed and reconciled, each aeeka 

The fiureat British fair ; 
The ieat of empire is her cheeki , 

Thej reign united there. 

IDEM LATINE RBDDITniL 

Hbu inimicitias quotiei parit »mala ftrma, 
Qnam raro pnlchra pakhra placere poteatl 

8ed finei ahra solitoa diacordia tendit, 
Cnm florea ipaos bifia et ira movent 



Hertna ubi dnlces prebet tadtoaqne 
Se rapit in partea gena animoaa doaa ; 

Hie aibi regalea Amaiyllia Candida cuHns, 
lUic porpureo vindicat ore Roea. 

Ira Roaam et meritia quoaita anperbia tangnnt, 
Mukaque fenrenti vix cohibenda sinn. 

Dam aibi fiiutonun ciet undiqne nomina yatum, 
Jnaqne anum, multo carmine ftilta, probat 

Ahior emicat Ula, et celao rertice nntat, 
Ceu florea inter non habitura parem, 

Faadditque alioa, et nata yidetor in nana 
Imperii, aoeptrom, Flora quod ipsa gerat 

Nee Dea non sensit civiliB murmura rix», 
Cui curs est^nctaa pandere niria opee. 
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Belieiasqae anas nunquam non prompUi tMii, 
Dam licet et locus eit, at taeotar, adort. 

Et tibi forma datar proeexior onmibos, inqoiti 
Et tibi, prinei|MbaB qui lolet eife, color, 

Et donee Tincat qaadam iimnoeior anibw, 
Et tibi regiiMB nomen, et eito tibL 

His ubi sedatos ftiror est, petit utraqae nympham, 
^aakm inter Veneres Anglia sola parit; 

Hanc penes imperiam est, nihil optant ampttof, 
Regnant in nitidis, etsine lite, genis. [hi^jas 



THE POPLAR FIELD. 

The poplars are feU'd, fkrewell to the shade, 
And the whispering sound of the cool colonnade ; 
The winds play no longer and sing in the leaves, 
Nor Ouse on his bosom their image receiTes. 

Twelve years had elapsed since I last took a view 
Of my faTorite field, and the bank where they 

grew; 
Aad now in the grass behold they are laid, 
And the tree is my seat that once lentmeashade. 

The blackbird has fled to another retreat, [heat, 
Where the hazels afford him a screen from the 
And the scene where his melody charm'd me 

befine 
Resounds with his sweet-flowing ditty no more. 

Hy ftagitive years are all hasting away. 
And I most ere long lie as lowly as they, 
With a tarf on my breast, and a stone at my head. 
Ere another such grove shall arise in its stead. 
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"Tb a«igiit to engage me, if anything can, 
To m^ne on the perishing pieasuree of man ; 
Though hiB life be a dream, his enjoyments, I see, 
HaiF« ft being less durable OTen than he.* 

IDEM LATINE REDDITUM. 

PoPOLEf cecidit gratissima co|Ma sihrs, 
Oootiaidre susurn, omnisque evanuit umbra. 
Null9 jam levibus se miscent frondibus aurs, 
^•MaUa in fluvio ramorom hidit imago. 

Hei mihi ! bis senos dum luctu torqueor annos, 
His oogor silvis suetoqoe carere recessu. 
Cum serd rediens, stratasque in gramine cemenis, 
Insedi arboribus, sub quels errare solebam. 

Ah ubi nunc merulsB cantus ? Felicior ilhun 
Silva tegit, dure nondum pennissa bipenni ; 
Scilicet ezustos colles camposque patentes 
Odit, et indignans et non rediturus abirit 

iSed qui succisas doleo succidar et ipse, 
Et priib huic parilis, quam creverit altera siha, 
Flebor, et, exequiis parvis donatus, habebo 
Defizum lapidem tumulique cubantis acervum. 

Tam subito periisse videns tam digna manere, 
Agnosco humanas sortes et tristia fata — 
Sit lic^t ipse brevis, volucrique simillimus umbrv f 
Est liomini brevior citiiltsque obitnra vohiptas. 

« Ctowper sfterwards altered this tost staiiss ia tlM ftl- 



The duAge both my fanrt and my fhncy employs» 
I reflect on the fitdlty of man, and his joys; 
Shoit-Ured as we are, yet our pleaaares, we see, 
Have a stlU ahorler date, and die t 
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VOTUM. 



O BCATOTiNi Toren, aunBque salubres, 
O nemoi», et Ists riyis felicibus herbs, 
Oraminei colles, et amcens in vollibuB umbra ! 
Fata modd dederint quas olim in rare patemo 
Delicias, procul arte, procul formidine novi, 
^am vellem ignotus, quod mens mea lempw 
avebat, [nectam. 

Ante larem proprium placidam ezpectare lo- 
Tum demtUn, ezactis non in feliciter annis, 
Sortiri taciturn lapidem, aut Mib cespite condi I 



TRANSLATION OF PRIOR'S CHLOE 
AND EUPHELIA. 

Mercator, Tigilee oculos ut fallere posnt, 
Nomine tub ficto trans mare mitit opes ; 

Lend sonat liquidumque meis Euphelta choidis, 
Sed solam ezoptant te, mea yota, Chide. 

Ad speculum omabat nitidos Enphelia crines , 
Cum dixit, mea lux, heus, cane, sume lyram. 

Namque lyram juxta positam cum carmine Tidit, 
Suave quidem carmen dulcisonamque lyram. 

Fila lyre vocemque paro, suspiria surgunt, 
Et miscent numeris murmura moBsta meis, 

Dumque tus memoro laudes, EupheHa, fbinom, 
Tota anima interea pendet ab ore Chides. 

Snbrubet ilia pudore, et contrahit altera frontem, 
Me torquet mea mens cosscia, psallo, trei]po; 

Atque Cupidineft dixit Dea cincta coroni, 
Heu ! fallendi artem quam didicere pamm. ^ 

TOL. II. 29 
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YBBSES TO THE MEMORY OF DR. 
LLOYD. 

•POKRN AT THE WfiSTMINSTBR ELBCTIOlt NEXT 
AFTER HIS DECEASE. 

OcR good old friend is gone ; gone to his rat, 
Whose social convene was itself a feast 
Q ye of riper years, who recollect 
How once ye loved, and eyed him with respect, 
Bdh in the firmness of his better day, 
While yet he ruled you with a father's sway. 
And when, impair'd by time, and glad to rest, 
Yet still with looks in mild complacence drest, 
He took his annual seat, and mingled here 
His sprightly vein with yours— now drop a tear ! 
In morals blameless, as in manners meek, 
He knew no wish that he might blush to qpeak. 
But, happy in whatever state below. 
And richer than the rich in being so, 
Obtain'd the hearts of all, and such a meed 
At length from one* as made him rich indeed. 
Hence then, ye titles, hence, not wanted here ! 
Go ! g^inish merit in a higher sphere, 
The brows of those, whose more exalted lot 
He could congratulate, but envied not ! 
Light lie the turf, good senior, on thy breast ; 
And tranquil, as thy mind was, be Uiy rest. 
Though, living, thou hadst more desert than fiune, 
And not a stone now chronicles thy name ! 

Abut senex. Periit senex amabilis, 
Ctuo non fuit jucundior. 

* He was usher and nnder-master of Westmiiiflter, near 
fifty years, and retired from his ooaupatton when he was 
near seronty, with a handsome pension from the kta^ 
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Lugete Toe, etas quibiu matorior 

Senem colendum pivstitit ; 
Sen qoando, Tiribus yalentbribaa 

Finnoqiie fretua pectore, 
Floreiitiori yos juyentote exeolena 

Curft fovebat patrUl ; 
Sen qaando, fractus, jamque donatua rade 

Yulta sed usque blandulo, 
Miseere gaudebat suas focetias 

His annuis leporibus. 
Yint piobus, purSque simplex indole, 

Blandisque comis moribus, 
Et dires squi mente, chanis omniblli, 

Unius auetus munere. 
Ite, tiftuU ! Mentis beatioribus 

Aptate laudes debitas I 
Nee invidebat ille, si quibus &yens 

Fortuua plus arriserat. 
Pladde senex, levi quiescas cespite, 

Etsi superbum nee vhro tibi 
Decus sit iAditum, nee mortuo 

Lapis notatus nomine ! 



As Cowper's Version of Hmner is not inelnded 
in this Edition of his Works, it seems necessary 
to assign the reasons which' have led to the < 



Distinguished as this Versioa unquestionably 
' is, beyond any preceding attempt, for its fideli^ 
and close adherence to the Grecian Bard, as 
well as for other excellences which hay* already 
been specified, it has still fidled in securing an 
adequate reception finom the British public. In 
the religions portioii of the communitjr it is well 
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known that a yeiy general sentiineni of xegtet 
ezMto that the auUior of the Task, whose muse 
was capable of such h^ mraa] flights, should 
haye consumed so many yeecn m this li^iions 
enterprise. Under those drcomstances, its re- 
publication here, appeared to be undesirable, es- 
pedaUj as it would haye added one^third to ike 
coti of the present Edition, and as editions of 
Cowper's Homer are already before the pubfic, 
and accessible to all who attach an interest to 
this portion of the Poet's Wwks. 
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